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PBEFAGE 

To be hBrnpered by a sense of duty is to destroy 
^flctnally the pleasure of a European tour. I mean 
by that if yon visit merely the places you think you 
ought to aee because they are famous, instead of the 
places you really vish to go to because they will 
interest yoo, then your trip will be spoiled. If you 
are not the least interested in pictures, it is a rather 
foolish waste of time to be bored by the galleries ; and 
if you delight in oM cables, why go to the modem 
cities t And if you want to find the quaint and medie- 
val villages, where life and environment are com- 
pletely at variance with your own, why not go there? 

Now in no sense is this book intended to usurp the 
place of indispensable Baedeker, nor does it profess 
to enumerate, much less describe, all that is worth 
while in Europe ; no one volume could do that. Chiefly 
do I try to tell the reader where to go in each land 
to find the things that distinguish that land from his 
own and from other countries, the things that are un- 
like the things, or are better worth-while than the 
same kind of things to be found elsewhere. For in- 
stance, the most beautiful lakes in Europe are in 
Italy ; therefore I am subordinating the English Lakes 
to other English features (such as the Thames or the 
quaint English villages) which are peculiar to Eng- 
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land, are eharacterigtic of Et^Iand, or are at least 
more beautiful than are other things of the like sort 
in other lands. 

For this reason I have little to say of the great 
cities which I have found very much like each other 
and like our oim, but I do aim to show the w^ to 
some of those places in every land to see which will 
surely make of the trip a pleasant memory. Many 
of these are included in every well planned European 
tour, but some are not, and take my word for it and 
be not afraid to turn aside Bometimes from the beaten 
track, for in the odd comers of the earth are often 
found lis greatest beauties. 

Albebt B. Osbobnx. 
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FINDING THE WORTH WHILE 
IN EUROPE 



CHAPTER I 



ENGLAND lias the most Tuunteresting cities, and 
the most attractive rural landscape in the world. 
Liverpool, Manchester, Binnii^ham, are wrapped 
abont with the smoke from thousands of factory chim- 
neys, and their long miles of grimy streets with end* 
less blocks of low and blackened houses all alike are 
nnntterably depressing. They give a sense of vast 
and «ver endnring toil. Long lines of dnll-faced, low* 
Btatnred men are nighty nncoiled as by machinery 
from great factory doors and flung along the streets, 
and the gray morning sees them again drawn back 
into the huge and bamlike buildings. It all seems 
like some bad, drab dream of m^ty, reaostless force, 
and if yon would avoid the dream, avoid these centers 
whence England 's commercial supremacy springs. 

And as these cities differ from those at home or 
npon the continent in seeming wholly abandoned to 
the sordid side of life, so does the English conntry« 
side differ from the open of any other land ; so if you 
wonid seek the one peculiar thii^ that is not else- 
where to be fonnd, tiie thing that at the same time has 
a Hweetiiess and a beauty that make it worthy to be 
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Bought, go out along the hedgerovs and among the 
little villages, and into the meny green fields of 
England, and there yaa will find it. 

This chief and distrngoishing charm of En^aod 
can best be fonnd south and west of a line dravn from 
liiverpool throagh London to the month of the Biver 
Thames. This does not in the least mean that north 
of this line are not many interesting things and mai^ 
beantifnl things, bat it does mean that if the travels 
is limited in the time that he can devote to En^and, 
and wishes, perforce, to see jost the typical, the dis- 
tingaishing bits of England, be can find them soath 
of that arbitrary line more completely than to the 
north. 

In the heart of Snrrey, and Kent, and Warwick- 
shire, and Devon, is rural T^ngland at its very best 
If yon want to see the most heantifiil rivers, there flow 
the Thames and the Wye; if yon are in search of 
great castles, there are Warwick and £eniIworth and 
Windsor, and Bodiam and Raglan ; if yon seek splen- 
did examples of English cathedrals, they wait at Can- 
terbtuy and Winchester and Salisbniy; if yon want 
to kx^ in <ui medieval environment as a setting for 
to-d^, there are the exquisite, nnspcoled villages of 
Clovelly, and Leigh, and Sheer, and Codington, and 
Newlyn ; if yon want eoast aixa&j that is ansorpaased 
in Europe north (tf the Mediterranean, and that in 
places equals that which is to be found by that tide- 
ksB sea, you have it on the shores of Devon and Cwn- 
wall; if yon want nHaaoce hicaliaed, you can follow 
Eing Arthur through Cornwall; if you want the 
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strange remains of a prehistoric age, there is the weird 
and mystic circle of Stonehenge, and the lonely Druid 
cromlechs at Land's End; if yon want seaside resorts 
yon can find them at Brighton and Torqnay; if ro- 
mantic islands, half medieval still in laws and cus- 
toms, there are Jersey and Guernsey and Sark; if 
famous and fashionable spas, Tunbridge Wells and 
Bath are at hand; if you delight in ruined abbeys 
there are Glastonbury and Tintem ; if you wish to see 
an English university town, there is Oxford; a famous 
school, there are Rugby, and Eaton, and Winchester. 
And along the highways that thread this wonderland 
are ancient timbered dwellings among the hollyhocks 
and roses, and thatch-roofed, easemented inns, and all 
the parklike beauty for which elsewhere you may hunt 
the world in vain. Now surely in this south half of 
England is enough and more than enough for an ideal 
tour. 

Every tourist misses something, and I speak from 
actual experience when I say that no one summer is 
long enough to s^ all that is worth-while in Britain, 
and every trip must of necessity be a process of elim< 
ination. 

And so, you will fail to see much in the north that 
would delight and interest. First of all you miss the 
English lakes, but while they are beautiful the Italian 
lakes are lovelier. You miss Durham, and Lincoln, 
and York, three great Norman churches, and you miss 
the walls and gates of York, a greater loss because 
south of the Thames there is no walled city save Ches- 
ter, and frankly the walls of Chester are not viaty coa- 
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4 FINDING THE WORTH-WHILE IN EUROPE 

Tineing. You miss the Derbyshire Peak district, 
mneh thought of by the English but of no great charm 
for an American. Ton miss the Dufceries, rather bar- 
ren, big houses of titled owners. Ton miss Sherwood 
Forest, but you have the New Forest near Southamp- 
ton instead. You miss the Norfolk Broaxls, wide and 
lonely stretches of water, the enjoyment of which is 
a matter of temperament. You miss Fountains Ab- 
bey, the most beautiful ruin in Ei^land. 

And then yon do miss — and here's the pity of it — • 
you miss two matchless things, Cambridge University 
and Ely Cathedral ; and for these there is no compen- 
sation, for Cambridge is so much more appealing than 
Oxford as to leave no comparison, and Ely is the most 
exquisite church in Ei^Iand. Well, I simply 
wouldn 't miss them, that is all ; I would go direct from 
liondon to Ely, seventy miles away, by a morning 
train, and lunch at the old inn near the cathedral, and 
go up to Cambri<^e, only a half hoar away, for the 
night and for two or three days' stay. 

Now to describe even these places I have mentioned 
would mean that this chapter would expand into a 
book, so I am going merely to hint at what is to be 
found along the route, and then the traveler, if not 
blessed with time to see all, can select the things that 
most directly appeal to him, and shape his course ac- 
cordingly. But first of all send to Cook's, or some 
other tourist agency, and purchase a Bradshaw 
English railway guide. This will enable you to find 
juBt how much time most be occupied in transit, and 
will warn yon that in England Sunday trains are few 
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and ran usually at veiy incoQTenient boors, so that 
care should be taken to reach on Saturday a town po»- 
aesaii^ enough of interest to occupy the leisure hours 
of tbe following day. 

Xjanding at Liverpool, a two hours' ride takes you 
into the Shakespeare country, where you find not only 
tbe charm of historical and literaiy association, but 
first experience that magic of field and wood that so 
takes possession of tbe Tisitor wbo sees for the first 
time the exquisite beauty of the English country. 
Through this landscape the Avon fiows like s river of 
peace, and emphasizing tbe sense of quiet and rest- 
fulness the tall spire of Stratford church looks down 
into its quiet waters. This little village of some 8,000 
inhabitants occupies a unique relation to England and 
the world, for it stands to life to-day as did of old tbe 
shrine of Becket at Canterbury, tbe ontlet for man's 
lore of going a pilgrimage, an instinct as old as tbe 
race. The town's identity is mei^ed and lost in 
Shakespeare's memory, and seems to exist but as an 
incident to his fame. Up the shaded path to the 
church, whose doors are ever open, thirty thousand 
travelers pass every year. They see the quiet interior 
of an ancient church, and pass awed and reverent to 
the one small spot within the chancel where the poet is 
but dust. His house, with the qnaintness of a great 
age and the memory of a great name; the walk 
through the fields to the thatched and timbered cottage 
where lived his love; a rapid glance around tbe broad 
streets where some fine old bouses still are found, and 
Stratford is left behind. And yet the town must have 
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an independent life; men and women live here and 
life has to them all the individual struggles and stories 
that fill the measure of our days in other villages. Bat 
you cannot grasp this haman interest in a place like 
this, yon cannot get below the surface of the ovei> 
shadowing memory, and so Stratford is not a town to 
linger in. 

From Stratford you should drive aloi^ the beauti- 
ful white road that leads over the rolling hills to War- 
wick. The direct drive is but eight miles, but do not 
be afraid of digressions that will take half a day to it. 
It is always fascinating to make excorsions to a name, 
and who would not rejoice to go to Hampton Lucy, 
just to see what it is like ; and when there yon find a 
little village placed so beautifully among the trees 
and in the placid fields that if yon were an artist yon 
would want to paint the picture that it makes and c^ 
it "This is England." 

Some fine old eomitry places can also easily be 
reached. There is Clopton House which is perhaps 
in part described in the "Taming of the Shrew," and 
where much of the Qnhpowder Plot was hatched. 
And more imposing stUl is the vast pile of Gharlecote 
Hall and the stately life that still is lived there. 
Then, too, you can make the way lead through the 
typical Tillage of Snitterfield, at rest under the shade 
of some of the grandest trees in England. And so, by 
pleasant roads where the hawthorn hedge is growing, 
you come to Warwick. 

And Warwick is ideal. Stay at one of the fine old 
inns, wander up and down the broad and almost 
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Btatel; streets, and linger long among those quaint cot- 
tages which yoQ can reach by a turn near the castle. 
If yon are fortnnate yon will find one where a gate in 
the hedge lets npon a magic garden wiUi a sweet-faced 
old lady to give yon tea in dainty china cups, and 
who, if you are interested, will take you into her low- 
toofed parlor and show you her picture of the 
Countess and tell you of how she, too, sometimes comes 
to the little garden for a bit of tea. "When you leave 
yoii will have seen an interior that has been a home 
for centnries, and a typical English garden, and will 
have met a typical English woman loyal withont envy 
to those to whom fate has given a higher social place. 
You can surely find the cottage and the garden of 
Sower% bat the little old lady may not have long to 
stay. 

Save the castle till the last It rises to such a dra- 
matic note, that the quiet atmosphere of the town may 
seem a little tame by comparison. From the Lodge 
at the Gate there is a deep cut road amcmg the rocks, 
arched by mighty trees wrapped n>nnd by ivy, that 
festoons the rocks as welL And while you marvel at 
the beauty of the way suddenly there stands before 
you, across the wide sweep of a matchless lawn, the 
splendor of castle walls and castle towers old in story 
and vivid with a startling pictnresqueness. 

It is the most gorgeous thing in England. The 
river far below its soaring turrets, the ancient cedars, 
its romantic past, its splendid present, its beautiful 
gardens, the outlook from its towers, the innumerable 
objects of art and interest that crowd its stately 
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clismbers, all combine into a memory that can never 
wholly fade. 

Prom Warwick continue your drive some two hours 
farther by Ouy's ClifE and the old mill, centuries old 
it is, to the red stone ruin of Kenilworth, a place to 
wander in and think. And when you leave Kenil- 
worth you have seen not all, but perhaps the most 
characteristic of the Shakespeare country. 

From here to Oxford is but a short and easy jour- 
ney. The town is big and busy and noie^, with so 
charm in its crowded streets, and with little in their 
atmosphere to suggest the intellectual life that for 
centuries has moved upon them. Now I know this is 
not the usnal verdict, but I find so often that our 
accepted judgments are not our own and that we take 
oar estimates from tradition rather than from fact, 
that I cannot but feel that the beauty and charm so 
generally accredited to Oxford as a town are based 
upon opinions formed long ago, when perhaps they 
were justified, and not upon actual conditions that 
to-day exist. The colleges themselves are another 
matter, but tiie town itself seems so apart from and 
so independent of the student life that it is to me but 
a poor settii^ for the unquestioned beauty and ro- 
mance of the chapels and halls that hold within their 
hollow squares so much of story and of charm. 

At Oxford and at Cambrii^e both you need a 
guide, else much will escape you and you will fail to 
understand a great deal that is far less obvious than 
it seems. The different colleges, of which in the ag- 
gregate there are twen^-two, and which together con- 
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stitate the ITniTeiBity, are gray stone buildings of 
great bat varying antiquity, each built aronnd an open 
BpacQ termed the "Qosd," which is entered npon 
from the street through gateways that are interesting, 
and some of which are poBseaaed of much pictureBque- 
neas. In these buildings are the rooms of the nnder- 
gradoates and of the faculty as welL These colleges 
are not contlgaous, but are scattered through the city, 
the duly entered student at one having accesB to the 
lectures deliyered in all, though immediately subject 
to the control of his own college. Back of the Quads 
are often magnificent gardens, where wtdk in term 
time the black-gowned students. New College Gai^ 
dena are the most delightful of all, filled with shade 
and backed by all that is left of the old city wall and 
gate. No day is long enough to see each college, but 
your guide can be depended upon to select those 
which are most noted for beauty or association, and 
b«70nd those to which he takes you it is nnneeeasary 
to go if yon aim merely at such superficial impreeh 
sion as is possible in the usual visit c^ a day or two. 

Of coarse it must be borne in mind that this great 
University of Oxford is the subtlest thing in England, 
and that to look no farther than the gardens and the 
chapels and the Quads is to miss altogether the com- 
prehension of what Oxford really is. You must know 
its histoiy and be able to brii^ back all that Oxford 
meant to the intellectual life of England throughout 
the centuries ; you must be able to apprehend the soul 
of the place ; to appraise the sacrifices here made, and 
the apibitionQ here arou^ Tpq moft know of it^ 
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political infinence in the straggles between tlmme and 
people, and how and why that influence was exer* 
cised. And knowing all this, the pageant of its past 
will move again for jaa along the halls, and 70a will 
slowly come to perceive the spirit as well as the mere 
form of the place. If you read Andrew Lang's little 
boob on Oxford it will help yon much to do all this. 

From Oxford the tourist should take a boat to 
London, for the hundred miles of river that lies be> 
tween is unique amoi^; th« rivers of Europe. A very 
comfortable little steamer leaves every momii^;, and 
after tying up for the night at Henley goes on to Lon- 
don the next day where it will land you in time for 
dinner, provided you do not go clear through to Bich- 
mond, the t«rminuB, but leave the boat a little farther 
up stream, which is very easy to do, completing the 
journey by raiL But if the voyager is wise he will 
take three days at least to the river, and two weeks 
would be none too much in which to visit all the places 
of beauty and interest upon and near its shorea The 
Thames is not grand nor sablime. No lofty crags are 
piled upon its banks, no mountains tower above it, 
but all the dainty and exquisite loveliness of rural 
England seems gathered here, so that the trip is an 
enchantment from beginning to end. 

The river is the center of England's summer life. 
B^inning with the college barges moored to the banks 
at Oxford, the course of the stream clear to the very 
outskirts of London is marked by a succession of 
houseboats, some of great magnificence; of modem 
yillas surrounded with lawns and flowery unei^ualed 
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elsewhere; of stately old mansiona, aorvivals from 
Tador days, set in parklike estates of many acres; 
of bungalows, and of tents. Quaint bridges span 
the narrow stream; towers of ancient churches lift 
above the thick, rounded tops of giant trees; vil- 
lag^ whose straggling streets seem loath to leave the 
water's edge, make pictures of calm tranquillity, into 
whose houses with thatched roofs and timbered sides it 
does not seem as if care could ever enter ; romantic old 
inns stand in gardens of roses awaiting the traveler, 
and amid all this unequaled setting moves a summer 
life brilliant, varied and appealing. Fnnts, broad 
flat-bottomed boats, are poled along through the lazy 
afternoon, their sides often gayly painted, and the 
carpeted bottoms piled with cushions at bow and 
stern; on the houseboats men in white flannels swing 
in banunocks and smoke and read, and in big wicker 
chairs on the flower-bordered decks women grasip and 
erochet ; on the lawns brightly dressed people play at 
tennis or take their tea in the cool of the day ; it is all 
BO very different and so very charming that you come 
-rery quickly to love the little river, its beautiful, rest- 
ful scenery and its interestb^ life. 

In mid-afternoon of your first day you wiU come to 
Goring, where there is an inn, "Ye Miller of Mans- 
field," that has stood npon the river bank 400 years, 
and which is so typical of the very best of the charm- 
ing inns to be found nowhere but in England, that it 
would be a mistake to pass it by. Leave the boat here 
and stay all night at the Miller, and ask the landlord 
to tell you the story of its name. The town itself is a 
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gem, a DMSt faacinating combination of great dnx>p- 
ing trees, a pietnre bridge vith a fine old null at the 
farther end, and straw-roofed cottages of mnqoe oat^ 
line with roses dambering to the chimney topa. And 
as for thai, inn t And ttuiik of tile name of it — ' 
"Ye Miller of Mansfield," and the romance of the 
Ung, the miller and the deer that the landlord will tell 
yon. 

The nest morning go to Sonning, ^ere yoa can 
Inneh at another charmii^ house under a widespread 
porch by the river, where all sorts of birds come fear- 
lessly to have yoD feed thmi, and where another old 
village sleepB in the son and shade, and whose rosea 
that grow everywhere are famed throui^ut En^^and. 
Late in the afternoon yoa can take another steamer to 
Henley, scene of the famous animal regatta, and go on 
to London by boat in the morning, faincbing at Wind- 
sor where you can profitably spend an boor or two in 
the csstle, though this would mean that you wonld 
have to go up to London by rail, or spend the night 
there, continuing the river journey hy a morning boat. 

Of London there is not room to tell, only of all the 
capitals of Europe X love it best. I love its romance, 
its history, its many tiny sqoares; I love the strange 
effect of light and color that comes through its smt^es 
and fogs; I love the old Uack alleys aronnd the 
wharfs, and the queer streets about St. Paul's; I lore 
the broad, light ways of Regent Street and Oxford, 
and Piccadilly with its stated clubs. I love it all, 
and so will you when you know it as yoa ou|^t. 

There are several counties that compete for the tiU« 
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"the Qaiden of England," and among them Kent, 
Surrey and Devon rank eaoly first ; bnt Kent best de- 
serves the name. And at London you are right at the 
door of this beaatiful laud. But before yon say good* 
by to London take an early train for Canterbury only 
an hour and a half away, returning on sncb one of the 
numerous trains as will best answer yoor convenience, 
for Canterbury is the most interesting, as well as his- 
torically the qiost important, of the cathedral cities. 
Queer old houses of a bygone time are still found in 
its narrow streets, and at one place, Westgate, an cdd 
city entrance of the thirteen hundreds yet bars the 
thoroi^hf are with its battlements ; and churdiea, mon* 
asteries, and an ancient guest house still preserve 
tangible evidence of England's medieval past. And 
towering over all, in the midst of a park where grow 
wide branching elms, stands the mighty cathedral, 
forming in its broad setting of green a view worth 
traveling far to see. 

All these Englif^ cathedrals are given an entirely 
different background from their more ornate rivals 
on the Continent. Over there they are so encroached 
upon by city streets, and so surrounded by a littar of 
commonplace buildings, that rarely if ever is it possi- 
ble to Snd any point of view from whidi an adequate 
impression may be gained of their majestic outUnes. 
But in England these stately churches are invariably 
placed like some rare jewel worthy of being enhanced 
by a choice setting, in a great space of lawn 'and park. 
Therefore, while it may be conceded that the elaborate 
detaiU of the French cath^als exceed in mere v^dii- 
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tectoral interest the severer type to be foozid in Eng- 
land, yet, as beautiful and satisfying pictures full of 
inspiration and delight, there is nowhere to be found 
snob splendid examples as are given by these noble 
English buildings. And of them all, few are as mag^ 
niflcent as Canterbury, The close shaven lawns, 
swept by the graceful branches of venerable trees, 
the ivied rains of medieval walls and gateways that 
once served to keep the world away, and above all the 
enormous lift of the great towers and their compo- 
sition into a perfect embodiment of bygone days, form 
a combination that it is hard to imagine is anywhere 



From tiiis most sylvan and peaceful of spots waa 
ever exercised tile most potent ecclesiastical power in 
England, and here was fought out the early warfare 
of church and state, a warfare that first left Thomas k 
Becket, a murdered Bishop, dead upon the altar stepi^ 
and that afterwards brought the king, coerced to pen- 
itence, to be fledged and humbled at his victim's tomb. 
Here, when British Christianity bad been lost and 
foi^tten among the hills of Wales whence it had been 
driven by that Sazon power that rose upon the mins 
of Roman civilization when the prop of Roman armies 
was withdrawn, here came Saint Augustine to preach 
anew to Saxon savageiy the Gospel of the Cross ; and 
from these precincts Augustine's sncceasors still rule 
the Chnrcb of England as the Archbishops of Canter- 
bury. To this spot dnring all the Middle Ages nntil 
Henry YUI won the battle with the church, led all 
(h^ roads of England, road^ trsvel^d annually by the 
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thoosanda of Togaea, vagabonds, peniteDts, simiers and 
BsistB, song by Chaacer in bis Canterbuir tales. Pil- 
grinu that played, or prayed, or profited by trade here 
at Becket's shrine. But the atory ia too long to tell, 
vivid and fascinating as it is. Only do not miss this 
city, becaoae of its beanty that ia so old, and yet to 
UB 80 new, and because here in its atmosphere of 
romance though of fact you can so well obtain a 
knowledge of what that England was like whose his- 
tory runs back through the ages to the dim days of 
Saxon and of Dane. 

You will have seen sconethii^ of Kent from the car 
window as you journey to Canterbury and back 
i^ain; something of the hills and valleys crowded 
with wide stretching hop fields where the vines hang 
on forests of pol^; something of the queer shaped, 
conical towers where the hopa are stored ; somethii^ 
of the orchards and the gardens and the flowers: But 
your first real insight into its quiet charm will come 
to you at Sevenoahs, less than an hour from London, 
a village hid away under the trees, where you go to 
visit Enowle, the countiy place of Lord Sackville and 
probably the finest and most important country house 
in Ei^land, greatly surpassing in beauty of situation 
and design the famous "Dukeries," and decorated 
-and furnished in a style as snmptnona as a regal 
palace. These wonderful estates, scattered so nnmer- 
oiuly over the kingdom, are unparalleled elsewhere, 
for the Englishman always loved the country rather 
than the town, and showed this love by establishing his 
liome, the place where he really lived and hifi interest! 
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actually centered, oot in the open among the lawns 
and trees and Sowers that have ever so appealed to 
him. So if the tonriat would not miss a feature of 
England that ia particularly distinguishing he must 
arrange to see at least one of these ancient mansions, 
of which no better example can be found than Knowle. 

For three centuries there has been here no change of 
ownership, and the accumulated munificence of gen- 
erations is evidenced by the beautiful works of art, 
the priceless painting, the tapestries, and the curios 
that adorn the rooms. The house was certainly 
standing in t^e middle of the fourteen hundreds, and 
since the Sackvilles came to possession has been but 
little changed in its main features either within or 
without. Its picturesque walls, of enormous extent, 
are surrounded by one of the most famous parks in 
England, so that on the three last days of the week 
when it is open to the public, deli^tfol hours can be 
q>ent in such of the great rooms as are shown, and in 
strolling through the grounds. 

Tunbridge Wells, not far to the south, lies among 
the Eentish h^hlanda, and is the most distinctive 
inland resort in the island. Not bo excluave as Har- 
rc^t^ nor as ancient as Bath, I find it the most in- 
teresting among the noted spas of England. First of 
all, perhaps, because of the perfect bean^ of its soio 
foundings; aad again because of the many drives that 
are so easily made from here to the small and andent 
villages that tie calm and still and all unchanged from 
the days of Shakespeare aad beyond, villages the most 
twaotifal, though not the most picturesque to be found 
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anywhere, Tillages soaked throagh and tbrongh with 
the perfect beauty of the qniet, green heart of the 
land. 

Now when I tell you that unless yon know these lit- 
tle Tillages yon do not know England, it is again be- 
cause they constitute a feature no other land can du- 
plicate. There are no such villages elsewhere to be 
found on earth. The reason for this is not far to seek. 
Sural life can take root on^ in a place of peace, and 
nowhere during medieval times was life so safe, and 
the common people so at peace aa in England. On the 
Continent, alien foes were ever on the march, and 
foreign armies tracked and retracked the territory of 
every State; but no foreign foe ever landed on En- 
glish soil from the days of 1066. Wars there have 
been and bloody battlefields, but they were not the 
contest of race against race embittered by racial an- 
tipathy. They were merely the stru^lea of rival 
noblemen, and the men in the ranks were brothers of 
the men in the homes; they were wars of leaders, not 
of peoples. Thus while fire and devastation followed 
elsewhere in the track of the sword, it was otherwise 
in England, and untouched by the presence of strife 
and undisturbed by the tramp of armiess, the life of the 
farmhouse and of the village went a far safer way 
than in the rest of Europe. Thus it is that here in 
these homes and hamlets yon can look in on an en- 
vironment of life but little changed from feudal days. 
All these charming little hamlets that cluster so 
thickly about Tunbridge Wells have each an indi- 
vidual charm of its own, thou^ sharing in common 
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the timbered houses, the niight? tree% the sqnare- 
towered ehnrch, and the profusion of flowers and 
vines. There are Brenchley, and Penhoret with its 
great manor, and Lamherhvirst and Chiddingstone, 
and to them lead roads of great delight. And when 
yoo have gcme these roads and seen these things then 
will you agree with me that Kent is indeed the very 
garden's heart of England, 

But yon should wander still farther afield. Take 
an automobile for a day, and see Bodiam Castle that 
stands alone in a pasture where many sheep are graz- 
ing, its roofless walls and lofty towers indelibly im- 
pressed with the spirit of medievalism, and mirrored, 
as giving back &e past, in the still, dai^ waters of its 
encircling moat. Bodiam and Baglan are unquestion- 
ab^ the most beautiful ruined castles in Britain. 

Still farther, and yon come upon Battle Abbey 
where history thrills you through and through. Be- 
fore you lies the battlefield of Hastings, where the 
Saxon power went down before the Norman. Here 
OQ this ridge Harold fell, and here was built by con- 
quering William the Gothic abbey within which now 
lives a man from Chicago, to the accompaniment of 
electric lights and other things that make him feel 
at home. 

But come back to Tunbridge Wells for a day before 
you posh on to Brighton, for it is so alluring, so un- 
usual, and so altogether lovely that you will like it 
well. And then in an hour or so to Brighton on the 
Channel, the Atlantic City of England, and saying 
that relieves from further description. It is big and 
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fashionable and if yon like the American resort 70a 
will like its English counterpart ; and if yon detest the 
one, then will you doubly loathe the other, and being 
warned, you will not go near it but move from Tun- 
bridge io Winchester direct But if , as is likely, you 
will needs go and see for yourself, then will you flee 
the place by first and fastest of trains, and come to 
Winchester in a eouple of hours with a sigh of glad 
relief. 

Winchester appeals in many ways. In the first 
place, there is to be foimd in "the God-Begot Hoose," 
what is probably the most interesting iim in all of 
Ei^land. It stands unchanged from the time when, 
in 1558, its massive timber frame was mortised to< 
gether and the easement windows with their leaded, 
diamond panes, were first swung open to the sun. 
Narrow halls burrow this way and that, droppii^ 
down a few steps and clambering up ag^n, in a most 
confusing tangle as they lead the way to timbered 
chambers of exceeding quaintness, some of which yon 
go down a step to enter and some of which you 
go up to get into. A world of old furniture is 
gathered in these captivating rooms, and the whole 
place is so rare, so sweet and clean that the experience 
of living in this ancient dwelling is as pleasing as it 
is unique. 

From this hotel diagonally across High Street, over 
which a great clock is held by a huge iron arm, is a 
venerable cross of elaborate Gothic conception, and 
which really is not a cross at all, but a monument as 
of lace that is tnmed to stone. Here the street is 
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cnriouBly arcaded, and you Blip tbrouKli a queer 
passageway under the houses and come out upon a 
great open apace across which an avenue of trees 
leads to beautiful Winchester cathedraL EverTthing 
is BO qoiet and so old, and withal so lovely to look 
upon, that the troubles of life slip away as you wan- 
der on among the gray buildings of the close, stand- 
ing under the shelter of great trees and brightened, 
always brightened by many dowers. 

Yon will linger long in the cathedral, but longer 
yet, if you have your way, in the famous "Winchester 
school, where, as in no other school of England the 
olden traditions and customs yet dominate the Ufe 
of the young aristocrats who go there. It is a great 
temptation to pause right here and tell you of that 
life BO interesting because so utterly different than 
that of our own schools, but this book has only begun, 
and you must go and see it for youraelf. 

And then there is the Hospital of St. Cross. Now 
it was the year 1136 when this institution was 
founded to give a home for thirteen old men. And 
as it was in the beginning so is it now, and because 
of all its ancient ways and because of the fascination 
of the strange and lovely place, you will miss much 
if you do not see it. Its mere presence to-day is a 
demonstration of the great fact of English stability, 
and of the further fact that from away back in the 
eleven hundreds there was English law to protect 
and perpetuate the lawful acts of English subjects. 
Indeed, one of the most enduring impressions a trav- 
eler brings back from abroad, is the abiding sover^ 
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eignty of law tfarot^h all the strera and conflict of 
En^lisli histoty. 

But we are not yet through with Winchester, for 
close by where H^h Street leads through a battle- 
mented gateway of the Thirteenth Century there ia 
a caatle hall that 'William the Conqueror built, and 
where Parliaments bare been held, and kings have 
come, and where bangs upon the wall King Arthur's 
Round Table. Now this it may or may not be, but 
there is some evidence very well worth considering 
that ifl offered in support of the claim. And why 
doubt when belief is pleasanterT 

Have I not said enoi^h to justify Winchester's 
contention that she is among the most interesting of 
English cities t 

Southampton is but a brief ride from Winchester, 
and at Southampton yon take ship for the Channel 
Islands, unique English possessions which are geo- 
graphically a part of France. I don't want to be 
discouraging, but the boats upon the service, even the 
newest and best of them, are small and thoroughly 
uncomfortable, and Guernsey, nearest of the three 
that you wiU probably visit, is some hundred miles 
away over a water that is often, very often, most dis- 
tr^eingly rough. During the summer there is a 
night boat and a day service as well, and if you are 
sure of sleeping the former is preferable, but this is 
a matter you must decide for yourself, for whichever 
you select it is entirely possible you will want some 
one to blame for it. But none the less, if you are 
interested in what ia unusual in life, and strange i a 
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antique BurviTalB of lav aad custom, I should cer- 
tainly go. If yoo are merely looking for beauty I 
should stay away that I m^bt lii^er longer in Devon 
or in Kent, for while there is beauty in the islands 
there is greater beauty in these shirea upon the Eng- 
lish mainland. 

I am not going to refer to Aldemey for that island 
is BO aloof from the otbers, and contains compara- 
tively so little of interest as to be outside the rai^e 
of the ordinary visitor. 

These islands are now all that remain to Great 
Britain of that Norman territory which was annexed 
to England by the Conquest, or, more properly 
speaking, to which England was joined when Norman 
William seized the British crown. And theoretically 
their allegiance is based, not upon the fact that George 
Y is king of England, but because of the fact that 
he is the l^al successor of the Norman Dukes. As 
a consequence the islands are still half French at 
heart, and by their old Norman customs which yet 
persist as laws, by their separate copper coinage, and 
by their semi-independent govemmaits, they form a 
distinct and interesting part of the British realm. 

Still as of old, tlie owners of the important estates 
exercise the right of holding manorial courts, and 
BtiU can here be seen in practical operation the last 
BurvivalB of the feudal system by which of old the 
barons throughout most of Europe held their lands 
on fealty to the king whom they must follow in time 
of war, in tnm parceling ont their domains among 
their followers hy a descending scale of service, until 



hyGoo^le 



hyGoo^le 



hyGoo^le 



the actnal tiller of the soil was readud. Sark, for 
instance, is ruled by a Seignenr, and though his 
tenants, to whom he or his predecessors may have 
sold a piece of land, may sell it again on payment 
to the Seigneur of a thirteenth of its value ; yet they 
cannot sell only a part, or in any way divide the 
property, which on the death of the owner without 
heirs reverts again to the Seigneur. 

Simple indeed, and almost patriarchal is life on 
this lonely little island of Sark, protected as it is 
against all the world by natural ramparts of precip- 
itous cliffs, access throi^b which is gained only by 
entrance at the smallest harbor in Europe, around 
which the rocks rise so steeply that the interior of 
the island can be reached only by a tunnel cut 
through the stony heart of the precipice, and leading 
from the little pier to the green fields beyond the 
rocks. I have never found anything more mysteri- 
ous than this weird little harbor of Sark. From 
Guernsey the island is reached by the help of a most 
wretched little steamer that goes over in the morn- 
ing, gives time for luncheon and an afternoon's ram- 
ble, and returns at five in the afternoon. But there 
are a couple of fair hotels so that a longer stay ia 
entirely possible. 

Guernsey is more interesting to me than Jersey, 
which lies two or three hours' sail still nearer the 
French coast. Its main town of St. Peter's Port is 
very foreign and picturesque, and the island itself 
with the wild grandeur of its rocky southern coast, 
its romantic caves and beautiful villages, is full of 
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pktoreR. Vof^ chuacteristie of aU are the "water 
lanes," strange paths that lead by the side of nm- 
Tiing brooks thrrmgh the densest shade imagiiiable, 
and the moltitQde of greenhooses that spread their 
glassy Toob ev&ywbere, and under which are grown 
immense elnaters of grapes for the Eogliah markeL 

Jersey, on the other band, holds one feature that is 
«aaly the gem of the igl»nAi, Momt Oi^neil Castle, 
« masirc^ pOed-np rain that for splendor and pie- 
tnresqiienes is among the half-d<nen most impresrive 
mined strongholds in all Europe^ Bat aside from 
this, and from the roads that mn throng the midst 
of the i«l«Tii1 onder dense trees that reach their thick 
brandies entire^ acro^ the waj and are trimmed 
BO evenly as to form an impoietrsble level loof of 
green that is apparently supported by the equally 
close and smoothly trimmed side waDs of tall-gTowing 
hedges — aside from these two things I cannot fed 
that enthmdaam tar the beauties of Josey that is so 
generally expressed. 

There are excellent hotels on the inUwAf, dai^y 
newspapers in QneinKy and in Jasey, abundant 
banking faemtieB, magnificent roads, and earriages 
to be had at a modsate cost, so m thonm^ily cwn- 
fbrtable stay is insured coice the channd is passed. 

Back again to the mainland and there is ootfaii^ 
to detain yon at Soothampt<m, not even a good hotel 
aare me capricioosly located at a most ineonvenient 
distance from boat and train. Bat shooM yon widb 
to see one of the ancient royal fivests where fnnn 
of old kings and tbdr sobb have hunted, a few miles 
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ride to I^ndhnnrt; and yon are at the entrance to 
the New Forest throngli whicli you can drive or 
walk for a day or more and gain an excellent idea 
of a feature of Ei^lish scenery of which America 
holds no counterpart. 

Beturning to Southampton we resume our journey 
to Salisbury, twenty-flve miles distant. The town 
itself lacks the charm of Winchester, and would not 
be worth a visit were it not for the cathedral with 
its marvelous spire, high and white against the sky — 
the cathedral and the strange things to be seen at no 
great distance up upon the hilla. For not two miles 
away lies a dead and half forgotten city, an English 
Pompeii, the town of Old Sarum. Here on a lofty 
hill the Romans built their town, and here behind 
huge walls the Saxons lived and after them the 
Normana, and the city grew and prospered and a 
great cathedral rose; then suddenly, in the midst 
of the Thirteenth Century, the city on the hill was 
abandoned and down on the plain Salisbury ap- 
peared. And grasa grew upon the mighty earth- 
works, the cathedral vanished, she^ pastured in the 
empty streets. Nature worked through the centuries 
and year by year the solitudes had less and less to 
show that men had ever lived among them, until at 
last Old Sarum became but a tradition and a name. 
Now, however, it is being exhumed from beneath the 
debris of the ages. Pavements are being laid bare, 
old foundations uncovered, and soon the skeleton of 
the dead town will be exhibited to the present. 

But older and stranger than Old Sarum, Stone- 
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beoge waiti at the end of the drive. The mystie, 
Diaguj circle of the Droids stands alone upon the 
bleak dope* of Saliabnry Plain, the mammoth stone 
fingers pointing silently to the skies which in bygone 
days looked down npon we know not what of mys- 
terioiw rite enacted here. And if you are of the 
right Mrt you will fall silent on the joumey back, 
awed and hushed by these strange things that yon 
have seen. 

From Salisbury it is a railroad journey of several 
hours to Torquay, where you first come upon the 
(harms of Devon. It is the fashion to speak and to 
write of "Devon and Cornwall" as if the two were 
in some way related, either in scenery or in general 
atmosphere, hut nothing can be further from fact, 
tor while Devon is vivid with a luxuriance of foliage 
(tnd a warmth of color that is nearly tropical in effect, 
Cornwall is bare and cold, with a subtle sense of 
mystery that is almost fear when you are alone with 
it upon the empty moors and recall the stories the 
peasants still tell and half believe of the Things that 
ride the storm when the great winds are out of 
bounds. And of all the beauty spots of Devon, Tor- 
quay is one of the three that are assuredly the most 
tUuring. Here the Channel is almost the sea, and 
the muddy waters of Brighton are left far behind 
mge for the deep blue of the ocean. Aronnd 
ep of the bay the city plies itself upon the 
alf hidden among the trees, and along the 
'rout U a mile or more of esplanade where 
[row as along some Italian shore. Palms and 
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aloes and a region where snow seldom comes are cer- 
tainly surprising facts to come upon in England, 
yet all this coast of the English Kiviera is thus 
blessed, and not a few English people are content to 
pass the wint^ here instead of seeking refuge farther 
south from the chill that elsewhere pervades the Eng- 
lish winter. 

With headquarters at one of the several good hotels 
in Torquay, the visitor should not be content until 
he has thoroughly explored the delightful region 
loundaboat. CocHngton, one of the most photo- 
graphed and moat painted of Tillages, is within easy 
walk, and a day's excursion that should on no ac- 
count be missed is to go by rail to Totnes, a quaint 
little town with a city gate, and arcaded streets and 
a vastly ancient town house with queer interior. 
From Totnes a comfortable steamer takes you down 
the Biver Dart that flows through a country of great 
beauty to Dartmouth, a city still full of mediaeval 
charm that comes from its many carved timbered 
houses, curious streets of steps, and the old, old 
^hting shiim riding out their lives at anchor in the 
roadstead. An hour's journey by train brings you 
back to Torquay in ample time for dinner. 

But after all it is to the east, and along the coast, 
that the greatest beauty is waiting. Babbecombe 
Bay is the most beautiful bit of landscape I have 
ever seen except on Mediterranean shores, and seldom 
anywhere have I seen it surpassed. You reach it by 
a walk of a few miles along the cliffs and through the 
fields, and when there behold a tiny crescent of a 
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bay fringed by a strand as white as paper wbers the 
blue waves break. Up from the shore the cliffs lift 
abeer walls of deep red to the fields and forests of 
rich green that stretch away from the edge to the 
far-off horizon. A path zigzags down the hundreds 
of feet to the beach where children play and men 
and women bathe and tea is served. I suppose I 
ought to tell you that you can go by tram from Tor- 
quay, but it would spoil it to go that way. 

We are not yet ready to leave Devon — no one is 
ever ready to leave Devon — but, though later we 
will return to its northern shore, oar route now takes 
us still westward into Cornwall, where Penzance is 
our first stopping place. Cornwall is a region 'of 
mystery and romance but not of beauty. It does 
not seem like England, and to all intents and pur- 
poses it ever has been and yet remains a land apart. 
It has not the climate of England, it is warmer, sun- 
nier, and rows of palms twenty feet high grow in 
the little park at Penzance. The people are of dif- 
ferent race, having until the last century their own 
separate language, a dialect of Celtic root. Much 
akin, indeed, were the ancient Cornish folk to the 
Bretons across the Channel, who to this day do not 
speak French but a language of their own, and even 
yet the Breton peasants who land with their garden 
stuff for sale upon these Cornwall shores seem to 
have little difficulty in making their Celtic speech 
understood by these Britishers who are, in truth, 
their distant cousins. It is no unusual sight to see 
in Penzance a Breton peasant boy in wooden shoes 
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selling his long strings of onions that hang from a 
wooden yoke across his ahonlders. 

The old Celtic beliefs still linger among the fisher 
folk and miners (for Cornwall is a land of mines) 
degenerated into the superstitions of to-day, and if 
yon can only gain the confidence of some old fisher- 
wife you will be rewarded by tales of ghosts and 
omens and trolls that will make you as loth as the 
country folk themselves to vulture out upon the 
lonely road when the moon is dark and the wind 
abroad. An older faith ia also written forth in the 
many Druid stone circles, the great stone cromlechs, 
and the strange ringed stones that are so numerous 
in this westernmost land of Britain. The succeeding 
faith of the Celtic Christians is also evidenced by the 
frequent Celtic crosses, some still standing in the 
naked fields and some now placed where the highways 
meet. 

Many tbonsands of books have been written regard- 
ing this strange, almost nncanny western land (the 
titles of which alone fill three large volumes) so you 
can hardly expect to find in this chapter anything 
approachii^ a guide to Cornwall. Suffice it to say 
that you must needs remain several days at Pen- 
zance from which you can drive to Land's End, to 
the Lizard, to the half buried British village not far 
away, and to all the mysterious relics of a forgotten 
time. 

In the bay is St Michael's Mount, a curious replica 
of Mont St. Michel at the other side the Channel off 
the coast of Normandy, and of whose history I have 
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elsewhere written. But Penzance is merely a center 
for excursions, as the town has little either of beauty 
or picturesqueness. Host delightful of these ezcur- 
taouB is one you cao easily make on foot to the little 
fishing settlement of Newlyn, which has given its 
name to a distinct school of British art created by 
the many artists who live there, and from Newlyn 
on around the coast to Mousehole, another fi«hing 
village of equal interest. 

St. Ives can also be visited in a day's trip by either 
rail or carriage but there is here such a del^htful 
hotel built far up on the blufF overlooking the town 
and the sea, and St. Ives with its narrow streets and 
odd bouses, with the stairs outside, is of itself so in- 
teresting, that it seems a pity not to stay loiter. 

From Pemsauce or St. Ives, unless yon have time 
to speml on the modem resort of Newquay, you go 
by train a long and rather tedious ride to within six 
iniles of Tintagel, finishing the way by coach. Fas- 
cinating in its lonesomeneas and bleakness, Tintagel, 
thoi^ but a handful of houses along one street and 
a ruin far out upon a mighty headland, somehow 
looks the fitting theater for the far-cA romances of 
the days of Arthur. Here Tennyson came to write 
his Idylls of the King, and here to this day, drawn 
by the strange spell of the place, come England's 
famous people. Moubers of the Cabinet, Field Mar- 
abals, authors, artists, all gather in the great hotel, 
and wander about the wfld ueif^boiitood, climb to 
the windy ruins where Arthur is supposed to have 
Ifved, descaid to the little cove beneath, and explore 
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the cave where Merlin worked of old his mighty en- 
chantments. 

At Tintagel begins the best of the trip, a coach 
drive (better and not much more ezpensive is a 
private carriage) along the north shore of Devon, 
into which county you come again not many miles 
east of TintageL Thirty-six miles over perfect roads 
and across hills that give upon wide views of the 
sea, and of rolling country set about with peaceful 
villages and the towers of many churches and you 
come to Clovelly, the most curious, the most pictur- 
esque village in all Ei^;land. Its one street descends 
to the sea by a series of steps up and down which toil 
donkeys led by pink-faced boys, and burdened with 
the trafiBc of trade and traveler, for so steep is this 
singular street that nothing on wheels has ever passed 
this way. The village stands, sweet and clean and 
beautiful just as Time finished it centuries ago. The 
railroad is far away; little of the disturbing world 
ever echoes across the miles of quiet fields that pro- 
tect it from intrusion, and thus sheltered the handful 
of honest, law-abiding fisher folk who live here look 
out on life from much the same angle as have their 
ancestors these six hundred years and more. Per- 
sonally, I would rather miss anything else in Ei^land 
than Clovelly. But, frankly, I have met men who 
hated it, to whom it was but a huddle of queer houses 
on the side of a bill by the sea. And how can I tell, 
O Beader, seeing that I know you not, wheth^ Clo- 
velly will be to yon a glory or a boret 

And still by the sea, and still by the bills, and 
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still through the beaut;^ that is England, our long 
drive leads on. Thirty-four miles and we come to 
nfracombe set upon a rocky coast with great head- 
lands in the blue distance, and with views of splendor 
over sea and shore. The town is a mach frequented 
resort, and in the season is a little too crowded for 
the comfort of those folk who had just as soon be 
alone. 

Still the road by the edge of the cliffs beckons ub 
to follow, and the thirty-five miles from Ilfraeombe 
to Lynmouth ia perhaps the best of the long, lot^ 
way. The scenery is absolutely magnificent, and as 
you watch the play of light and color in the far spaces 
of the sir, and upon the bold headlands, and the 
fields and woods, then will you be glad if, instead of 
being but one upon a crowded stage, your driver ia 
your own to halt until you have yoor fill of the beauty 
of it all. 

And Lynmonthl There is the third of Devon's 
beautiful places, Torquay, Clovelly and Lynmouth I 
And differing- beyond compare, who shall say which 
has the more compellii^ charm. Now Lynmouth is 
the lower of a curious double town, of which Lynton 
is upon the clifF, and Lynmouth by the sea beneath. 
I have stayed in both, but Lynmouth is so distinctly 
the more attractive that it would be unfair to the 
reader not to say so, and beside there is only one 
hotel, The Tors, from which all the panorama 
of sea and harbor and hill and town lies open 
before one, a hotel that in my jadgment is 
one of the three best of the smaller hotels in 
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England; and this hotel is at Lynmontb. Now 
I am not going to describe Lynmoutb, but if you 
love the qttaint in little towns, and the magic of the 
tide and of the hills, and the del^ht of color over 
all, and a place to atay where Marechal Niel poses sway 
in at yonr casement window, then will you go to 
Lynmoath and there will you remain just so long as 
a kind fate may permit. 

From Lynmonth an easy half day's drive to Mine- 
head, and our coaching is at an end. Halfw^ yon 
come upon Porlock, a cluster of houses that look as 
if they had strayed ont from the days of Elizabeth 
and were huddling together for protection in these 
strange, modem times. And don't forget to notice, 
a mile or so farther on, an old forge under the trees 
by a brook and the thatched house in the shadow. 
If yon are an artist you will atop right there. 

Minehead is an attractive, old-fashioned, rather 
Btaid lookii^ town on the shore, bat without much to 
hold one, and Dunster, but a mile away and described 
to me as a vision of mediievalism, proved distinctly 
disappointing, so the traveler can feel free to push 
on by train to Glastonbury if so the spirit moves, a 
journey that will occupy several hours. 

Here again at Glastonbury we touch the chord of 
Cornish romance, for here, if anywhere, is that fabled 
"vale of Avalon" where King Arthur is said to have 
been buried. Dr. Dickinson, who has probably given 
more careful study than has any other scholar to the 
Arthurian legends and the evidence supporting them, 
and who concludes that such a person as King Arthor 
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actually lived and re^ed, rejects the traditioo of 
burial at Qlaatoubtuy, thoogb accepting as fact that 
Olastonbory was Avslon. But be that as it may, 
the tale IB not necessary to sustain interest, for here 
are the beautiful roius of the oldest of English mon- 
asteries. Here and here alone did Saxon Christianity 
remain an organized power through all the period 
of the fighting Heptarchy, throi^h all the chai^ful 
times of Norman conquest, and on down to the evil 
days of Henry VIll when the last Abbot was handed 
on his own tower, and the great buildings that bad 
sheltered the faith for a thousand years were left 
but an empty ruin. 

Wells Cathedral is close to Glastonbury, and forms 
in its picturesque array and superb groupii^ another, 
and some say the best, of those exquisite pictures the 
English cathedrals always make. Both WeUa and 
Glastonbury are difficnlt places to reach because of in- 
different train aervice, but if one followii^ this route 
of mine pushes on for the night to Wells direct from 
Tintagel, he «an spend the forenoon there, and either 
drive or go by train to Glastonbury for luncheon, and 
then by later train to Bath, a ride of thirty miles 
more. 

During the centuries that Boman civilization was 
so completely established in Britain, there grew up 
around the hot springs at Bath a luxurious city, that 
found its chief expressioD in the great marble halls 
above and around these aprii^s. And to-day the 
visitor to Bath wanders through these Roman corri- 
dors. In the seventeen hundreds Beau Nash estab- 
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lished here another empire, that of faahion, and Bath 
became, and for a hundred years remained, the most 
famoos, the moat talked-of spa in England. Then 
came a period of depression and then of revival that 
is still in progress. The town sits with a certain in- 
solent ease upon her hills. She is like some hati^hty 
dowager duchess gazing at you throng her lorgnette. 
Thoroughly aristocratic, her appearance is not that 
of one who toils. And yon will fall in love with Bath 
in spite of her age and her bauteor, for what old lady 
of distinction is not beautifnl t 

If you are a lover of flowers I will tell you where 
yoQ can see the finest thing of its kind in the world. 
You undoubtedly know what tuberous begonias are. 
A Mr. Blackmore has been experimenting with these 
begonias for years, and he now has at his greenhouses 
near town, acres and acres of more goi^eous flowers 
than you have ever dreamed could grow. There is 
nothing like them to be found elsewhere, for their 
splendor and variety are absolutely inconceivable. 

Leaving Bath behind we make across the Bristol 
Channel to begin our exploration of the "Wye Valley, 
often called the "Rhine of England." The valley 
marks the borderland of Wales, and in the fightiag 
days of old was the constant scene of border warfare, 
warfare that has left its imprint on the land in the 
ruins of those wonderful castles of Chepstow and 
Baglan, and in those of many others scarcely less 
noteworthy. Here, too, the many isolated cottages 
and small remote hamlets of undoubted itntiqnity are 
mJBsinfr, just as they are along the Scottish border, 
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for fear of battle drove the people to the ahclter of 
the castle or protection of the town. 

The ruins of Chepstow atretch aloi^ the blofl above 
the river 700 feet and more, making the largest as it 
is among the most pictaresque of castle rnins. With 
its fortress, feudal gateway, and ancient square, 
Chepstow is a good example of an old-fashioned mar- 
ket town, though after all it need detain us but half 
a day at moat, as the drive np the Wye reqtures in 
justice several days. There is a railroad, but if you 
take that you might just as well not go at all, for 
every foot of the highway brii^ you to fresh delight. 
At WyndclifE yon leave the carriage to follow a path 
through the woods that leads steadily upward until 
it breaks out upon a railed platform where down a 
thousand feet below you the Wye sweeps in a gigan- 
tic curve, and seven counties are within your view. 
Two or three miles farther and yon are at Tintem 
Abbey, more stately in its solemn grandeur than ever 
the ruin of Melrose. 

Monmouth is twelve miles beyond; a fair, closely 
built city in a fertile plain, entered upon across a 
Twelfth Century bridge which has only two or three 
equals anywhere as an example of medievalism. 
From Monmouth a twelve mile drive takes you to 
Baglan, which shares with Bodiam the distinction of 
being one of the two finest mined castles in Eng- 
land. Baglan is larger, and has more elaboration 
etail, for in bygone times it was not 
' stronghold, but a very sumptnons 
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Through the choicest scenery of the drive the road 
now leads to Boss where in the venerable church-yard 
all the little children called bj death lie buried, not 
in the family lots, but in loi^, long rows of little 
moonds along the borders of the paths. 

Beyond Boss lies Hereford with its almost match- 
less little cathedral, town and cathedral a scene of 
perfect beauty when viewed from the wait by the 
river bank. 

Still following the valley we come npon Leominster, 
one of the most mediseval of villages with its tim- 
bered houses and tranquil streets, and farther on 
Ludlow with its old-world atmosphere, and ruined 
castle brooding above it. And finally to Shrewsbury, 
whose fine old buildings are redolent of the past, and 
then out from the valley, through Chester, to Liver- 
pool and home, or to resume your wanderings as fate 
decrees. 
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JBBLAND, WALES AND SCOTLAND 

THE traveler who would gain more tban a mere 
impreBsion of these ioteresting portions of the 
British Empire will, of course, seek elsewhere for 
essential and detailed information. All that I aim 
at indicating to him are those main traveled roads 
where, in this case, are to be found all that is most 
typical of these three once independent nations. 



Stormy seas defended Ireland and its original 
Celtic peoples from those invasions of Roman, Saxon, 
Dane and Norman which so affect«d the history of 
England and the character of its people, and thoi^h 
often attacked and nominally conquered, it was not 
till the fifteen hundreds that Ei^Iisb influence or 
English settlement had any appreciable ^ect in modi- 
fying the ancient Celtic laws and Celtic customs that 
nniversally prevailed. Id the remote days when fact 
and fable blend in a nation's history, Ireland was 
divided into many hii^oms, and in historic times 
we see these kingdoms warring with one another and 
inviting help of Scot and English in their local war- 
fares. Slowly, very slowly, did any semblance of 
order emei^, and even yet when the green and orange 
meet, the looker-cm well wonders if the Irish be a 
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united people. Tet Cbristiaiuty came early to Ire- 
land, whence it was sent back to England after Rome's 
withdrawal had let loose the eahmei%ing tide of bar- 
barian invasion, and throughont the agea the Irish 
have never lost that gift of poetic temperament he- 
qneathed to them hy their Celtic fathers, and now 
inspired to new and high endeavor hy the Kenaissanee 
movement onder the leadership of Yeates, Synge, 
Lady Gregory and others. Even in recent years 
the island 's story haa been a turbnlent one, involved 
in issues that the passerby cannot hope to onderstand, 
and saddened by a poverty that he cannot hope to 
escape, so heavy and so apparent is its blight npon 
all the land, partieolarly in the south, which in spite 
of it is easily the most beaatifol and the most inter- 
esting part of the country. 

The Gunard and the White Star steamship com- 
panies make Qneenstown a port of call for certain 
of their ships both in the New Tork-Liverpool and the 
Boston-Liverpool service, so that Ireland may very 
easily be given a place in any European tour. If it 
is early morning when the steamer swings in from the 
sea to its anchorage in the land-locked harbor you 
are quite likely to be greeted by a slant of rain and 
a sight of mists rolling across the sommits of the 
green hills, for "foul weather is no news" in the 
island that because of that very fact is the greenest 
spot on earth. But it is also likely that before the 
tender has deposited yon and your lu^^age at the 
gate of the custom boose the rain and mists will have 
vanished, and that as yon journey by rail to Cork, 
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but a few miles away, the sun will be Bhining from a 
sky of rather watery blue, 

Cork is dull and dirty, and just aa quickly as i>08si- 
ble get to an Irish jauntii^ car for the afternoon's 
drive across the bright green hills to Blarney. And in 
the beauty of those hills you will foi^et the ragged and 
the dirty, oh, so dirty, little children that followed 
beggii^ through the streets of Cork; and all the 
misery and poverty that paraded there. If this is 
your first trip abroad you can have no better intro- 
duction to the castles of Europe tban this splendid 
pile of Blarney. Ton come upon it tbroi^b a pas* 
tured field by the help of an uncertain little path, 
and the great rain lifts itself so grandly above the 
trees that you will forget many another &moQS place 
before Blarney fades from the memory. 

The famous stone is built in the outer wall of the 
tower well toward the top and can be reached only by 
the suppliant for the gift stretching himself at 
length on the wall and, with someone sitting on his 
feet, lowerii^ himself downward and outward in a 
most dizzy and precarious fashion, with the green 
tree-tops swimmii^ a hundred feet beneath. Thus 
presently can he kiss the Blarney stone. 

From Cork the railroad takes you in a couple of 
hours to Bantry, a town of a broad street and a bay 
of delicate beauty, back of which illusive mountain 
peaks play hide and seek with the mists. There is 
an indescribable charm in Bantry Bay, and I would 
spend the afternoon in idly wandering along the 
shore, or with a boatman on its deep blue waters. 
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One of the picturesque ruins near Uelifont 
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ParticalaTly do I recommend this as yon vill find 
very decent ficcommodations at the hotel Moreover, 
there is a convent near the village where (so I am 
told by a woman who knows of sach thirds) the 
prettiest lace in Ireland is to be had at the lowest 
price. But whether you care for lace or not, go to 
the convent near noon and watch the little girls lay 
JEuide their work and drop on their knees for prayer 
as the convent bells toll twelve. You will feel the 
better for the sweet sight 

Most of the route that I am about to recommend 
is covered by public coaches, but if it is within the 
possibilities yon should hire an automobile for two 
dayEi, which will cost yon fifty dollars for your party, 
and includes the services of a ehaofEeor, twenty-five 
dollars a day being the standard charge throughout 
Europe. Two hours or so over a road that brings 
magnificent views of sea and bay and purple moun- 
tains brings you to Glengarifl and thence through 
a country of great beauty to Eenmare, where it is 
well to spend a few hours amid scenery of bay and 
river. Thence to Farknasilla for dinner and the 
night. Here is a place that is different ; it seems such 
a place as the fairies might have made, surely a place 
where they vrould like to live. Against a background 
of mountains the town hides under masses of foliage 
and a long arm of the sea passes by it and far beyond. 
And there is an island all qniet and still with shady 
paths and openings as of windows in the trees through 
which you look o^t on Ifiw w»ter and greeq 
shores 
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Spend the next forenoon here, and motor to Watei^ 
viUe, only an honr away, for lunch, and then to 
Yalentia, "the next parish to America," where yon 
can dismiss yonr car, and take an evening train to 
Caragh Lake, a wild and desolate water, from which 
yon go by rail on the morrow to Killamey. 

Now Killamey means at least three days, for every 
morning ooacMi^ parties start from the hotel, and 
they go sach different ways, the trips being alike 
only in their charm and interest, that you feel yon 
must at least take three. I am not going to tell you 
which to take — on the notice board in the hotel hai^ 
a fall description of them all, and select those yon 
feel will most appeal to yon. Only for fear yon 
shotUd overlook it I offer this word — allow nothing to 
prevent seeing the home of Lord Eenmare, for from 
the terraces are views that are perhaps the most beau- 
tiful in Europe north of the Italian lakes — and don't 
foz^et to see his tennis court. 

If you go direct from Killamey to Dublin you will 
still have seen the most noted and beautifnl places 
Ireland has to offer. Now this dora not mean that the 
north has not much of interest like the Giant 'u Cause- 
way and of beaaty like Lough Erne; nor that the 
east has not its charmed spots like the Yale of Glen- 
dalongh, in county Wicklow; nor that the Golden 
YaUey of Tipperary in the heart of the land is not 
worth seeing. It only meana that if you have but 
a few days at your disposal you have made the most 
time, 
tot wax v«7 entliusiastic about Dublin; aeo 
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it if yon fed yon shonld, but remember that exqiutdte 
Qlendaloogh u not fsr away. 

Yet after all it is the people of Ireland that poneM 
the greatest charm and that make the country's dia- 
tingniahing delight Unless yon are an accomplished 
lingmst it is the only land where yoa can get in dose 
touch with an alien fol^ and nowhere else can you 
find folk of sQch interest. They are lively, witty, 
coorteons end moat companionable, and if yoa ap- 
proach them sympathetically yon will find the mem- 
ory of them will be an abiding pleasure. 



Ton Trill leave Dnblin after dinner and before mid- 
n^ht be in yoor hotel at Holyhead on the other side 
the Irish Channel. It ia not a pleasure trip, that 
crossing, but the boats ore fast, and the night may 
be still, in which event the steamer will merely roll, 
roll wicked^, but it won't pitch, and that is some- 
tbing. And when yon wabe at Holyhead in the 
momii^ you are in Wales. This altt^ether fascina- 
ting Principality is but little seen by Americans, and 
though three weeks could be spent among the pictur- 
esque people, the old towns and splendid castles, and 
bring each day a fresh delight, yet three days will 
give a glimpse of Wales that will repay the visitor 
as much as any part of Europe. I am very entbusi- 
astio about Wales, and if tho brief trip outlined whets 
your appetite for more, then read Bradl^'s "North 
Wales" and make from his pages your more extended 
itinerary. 
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Taking the momiiig accommodatioa train from 
Holyhead you pass through the little town of Llan- 
fairpwllgwy ugyl^gerchwymdrobwllty siliogogogoch , 
abbreviated to Lanfair P. Q. on the station sign, 
chai^ at Bangor and after a total journey of less 
than two hours are at Carnarvon, where upon the 
water nde rise the walls and towers of the most 
splendid feudal pile in Europe. "Wales is a land of 
castles, built by conquerli^ Norman-English kings to 
bold subdued this conquered foreign nation, for such 
"Wales was, such almost Wales is, since here among 
their mountains live a distinct people stUl speaking, 
still reading and writing their strange, foreign tongue. 
And of all the castles the conquerors built, of all 
the castles of all the lands of Europe, I know none 
that 80 looks the part of grandeur, of romance, that 
so expresses the spirit of those bygone warlike times, 
as this lordly fortress of Carnarvon. It is so vast, 
BO grim, and yet withal so beautiful and so typical 
of all a medieval castle ought to be, that to visit it 
should be as much a matter of course as the trip up 
tiie Rhine, or the ascent of the Bigi. Begun by Ed- 
ward I in the twelve hundreds it has seen much of 
battle, murder and sudden death; and last but sot 
least, it witnessed the glowii^ pageant of the inves- 
tnre of the present youi^ Prince of Wales, thus 
again filling the old walls with royal pomp. 

After an afternoon spent in and around the castle 
and upon the city walls, which fortunately still re- 
main, take an evening train for Beddgelert that yoa 
may get an early start next momii^ for the ride ov^r 
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the monntaiiis to Bettws-y-Coed. And trhile at Bedd- 
gelert note the beautiful vine-coTered arches of the 
ancient bridge, and the old, old church. It is a 
panorama of wild scenery, that drive to Bettws-y- 
Goed, a village so set in the iroods, and among the 
mountains, and by tumbling streams as to be noted 
throi^hont all Wales as an ideal spot for a smomer 
day. 

The next forenoon your coach will carry you up the 
valley to Conway, and when you see Conway Castle 
guarding the bridges you vrill turn back these pages 
to see if what I wrote of Carnarvon was not after all 
written of Conway. 

Go to the Castle Inn, which has been in the same 
family for generations, and whose walls are lined 
with paintings, gifts of great artists who have st^ed 
tbere, and whose halls are filled with rare mahogany, 
and where they serve you on old china, and where 
your stay will be as charming as if you were a guest 
in some great private house. Then in the evening 
go by train a three mile journey to the gay sea-side 
resort of Llandudno and listen to the mofdc in the 
pavilion on the pier. And then, if you have had 
good weathCT you will be glad that I insisted on three 
days in Wales. But really, I would make it six. 



Color fades out of the world as we go to the north. 
Sea and sky show it first, where the coming change 
ifl presaged by a loss of variety of tint, and of depth 
{j^ those hites that rem^ Cold grays and steeljr 
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blaes become dominant, and on shore the brightness 
goes oat of the landscape and the rich greens dull to 
a dark and somber coloring. Scotland is far to the 
north, Edinbni^h being on a parallel that passes be- 
yond the center of Labrador. It is a land of rain and 
mist and summer days that are chilled to the tem- 
perature of our autumnal weather, where the sun, 
when it shines, gives a cold, hard light, and where 
softness of color hss fled from the hiUs and lakes and 
forests. So it is quite possible that the man who 
lovea sunshine and warmth and the glory of an Italian 
atmosphere, will not find in the stem and ringed, the 
almost barren land of tiio Scots, much to detain him. 
But even such a man will love Edinboi^h, and will 
yield to the spell of Loch Lomond, while he who likes 
cool weather, and prizes beauty of form even if clothed 
only in colors few and cold, will enjoy going still 
farther afield to Oban on the west coast and to the 
mountains and the lakes about there. 

If you come north from Liverpool or the Snglish 
Lakes yon make your first stop at Melrose. Now to 
be perfectly honest about it, Melrose depends for its 
fame more upon what has been said and song about 
it, than upon what it is. As a roofless ruin it is 
possessed of a certain romantic charm, but a charm 
much less than Tintem or Fountains Abbey, and a 
half hour within its walls will prove aufBciently satis- 
fying. Three miles away is Abbotsford, the home 
of Sir Walter Scott, and wagons are in waiting at 
hotels and station to carry you thither. And you 
ought in duty to go, for I have a suspicion after com* 
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paring the TroBsachs, Loch Lomond and the rest, 
with what Europe has elsewhere to ofiEer, that if Sir 
Walter had not sung so thrillingly of his native land, 
7on would scarce have beard enough of its heauties 
to be here at aU. 

From Melrose to Edinbnrgb is but an hoar, and 
Edinburgh is onqaestionably one of the picture towns 
of Europe. If you go for a day yon are quite likely 
to stay for a week, and whenever you leave it you 
are bound to be sorry to go. But to iinderstand the 
town yon most know something of its history, its 
legends, and of the people whose characteristics are 
incorporated in that history and reflected in those 
legends, for fact and fable are alike Important in in- 
terpreting to us the hnman element of the years that 
are gone. To get this atmosphere read Scott's "The 
Heart of Midlothian," and Stevenson's "St. Ives," 
and particnlarly bis "Edinbui^b," one of the most 
illominating and charming things the great author 
ever wrote. Then read any Scottish history that is 
at hand, history of those wild days when the spirit of 
national unity was developing among the clansmen; 
of the long and bloody warfare of the border, and of 
bow in 1603 a king of Scotland became the king of 
England, and of how ever after he and his successors 
have reigned as kings of all the British Isles. And 
from it all yon will learn something of the character 
(d the race, something of its sternness, its religious 
austerity, its weaknesses, and its pride. Then with 
these things in mind go forth through Edinburgh 
town. 
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No picture can show you the city as it is, no words 
can make yoa aee it. From the North Bridge is the 
most extraordinary nrban view I have ever aeen. 
Coming from High Street and facing the station yon 
see upon yoor r^ht a pillared moDument like Qrant 'a 
Tomb that stands upon a jutting hiU. Near by is a 
marble building Uke the Parthenon at Athens, and 
then 8 vast, irregular pile all towers and turrets like 
a medieval castle. Above these, on the farther crest 
of the hill, a tall and stately moomnent and strains 
line of columns like a Boman ruin, and to the left 
thereof a Grecian temple and an Egyptian obelisk. 
Turn now and look to your left. Below you stretches 
a broad mile of parks ttnd sunken gardens ; far away 
and reaching almost across the verdure and the flowers 
two gleaming columned temples; and then at your 
left the great castle rock, topped with the castle's 
walls and towers, and from the castle sweeping to- 
ward you to the bridge poura down along the hill 
the indescribable confusion of the gables, spires, and 
chimney pots of old Edinbuigh. To your right is 
the length of broad and stately Princes Street, that 
unique thoroughfare where one side only is for shops, 
the park itself forming the other. In the foreground, 
and just at the edge of the street, is the tall Qothio 
monument to Scott. 

This is the great view of Edinburgh. But there 

are many others; from the castle where you look 

across the city to the sea, and the dim, weird arches 

roBB the Firth of Forth ; from Calton 

view ranges from the new tQWQ tp 
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the old; aod from Arthar'B Seat, a solitary monDtain 
that rises precipitously at the city's very edge. 

After exploring the castle, go slotrly adown old 
High Street, by John Knox's hoase; past the site of 
the old jail; explore the narrow "lands," strange, 
dark alleys where in tall, gaunt hooses that once 
were palaces hnddle now the city's poor; on to Holy- 
rood, where lived Mary, and where Damley's blood 
stained the floor. Then go np and down Qeoi^e 
Street, modem, I'll admit, but very grand and im- 
posii^ with its statues and its shops; and here and 
everywhere those strange, far views at the end of 
intersecting streets, justifying Stevenson when he 
said: "The town is full of theater tricks in the 
way of scenery. . . . You turn a comer and there is 
the Bun going down into the Highland hiUs ; you look 
down an alley, and you see ships taeMng for the 
Baltic" 

Tou can do the Trossachs and Loch Lomond in a 
day, but don'tl I would rather spend two days on 
Loch Lomond than to bother with the ride over the 
Trossachs at all. The pass has a certain impetuous 
roughness, like the man who slaps you on the back, 
and is not at all unlike a great deal of scenery to be 
found in America. But Lomond broadens into 
beauty, and when evening's stillness falls upon its 
waters, and the lavender shadows of twilight tinge 
the hills, then comes a moment when you can exclaim, 
"Where can anything more beautiful be foundl" 

On the return to Edinburgh you come first to Glas- 
gow, and if you stay here all nig^t you can go the 
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next day by steamer, coach and rail the hundred and 
twenty miles to Oban, a long bnt extremely interest- 
ing jonmey throngli lakes and over passes. Oban is 
the most frequented resort in Scotland, and if yon 
Vke the wild scenery typical of the land, scenery 
which impresses rather tttan charms, Oban and the 
region thereabouts, which is all carefolly covered by 
well planned ezcrmriona, will be a much more satis- 
factory place for yon than the Troosachs and the 
nearby lakes. 
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HOLLAIO) AND BSLanjU 

NOT 80 very long ago, as history is ^rritten, these 
two nations were one and were dissolved into 
their present component parts only in the hot cm- 
cible of Trar. It was 1830 when the two went their 
several ways. Topographically they have yet much 
in common, but there is mnch more wherein they 
differ radically. In Holland the people are more 
picturesque, in Belgium the cities are more inter- 
esting than are the men and women who live in 
them. To both lands has descended a heritage 
of art, a heritage so important, indeed, that no matter 
how indifferent the traveler may be to the painted 
picture, he can make no plans for a visit, no matter 
how brief, to these lowland countries without allot- 
tii^ a large proportion of his time to a study, or at 
least inspection, of the masterpieces in churches and 
galleries. This book cannot be everything, and lays 
no claim to be aught save a counselor and friend, so 
I shall attempt no treatise on Dutch art, which like 
most laymen, I am incompetent to write, but will 
content myself by saying that Esther Singleton's 
"Guide to the Great Galleries" is satisfying and re- 
liable, azLd contaioi all that the tourist who seeks 
n 
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impressioiiB of conntiy and people ratber than art, 
will generally demand— tliat, and your Baedeker. 

There are divers ways to cross from London to 
both Holland and Be^nm, bat for our purpose the 
night boat from Qneensboro to Flashing is the most 
convenient. No better boats cross the Channel on 
any route. The boat train leaves liondon after din- 
ner, and you can be in your berth at an eu-ly hour, 
and at dawn you are aloi^^de ^e pier at Flushing. 
It is Tumecessary to leave the steamer at that time, 
however, bat you can dress leisurely at a more con- 
venient moment, breakfast on board, and then take 
train or tram for Middelbui^, only four miles away. 

Now when you come to Middelbnrg let it be upon 
a Sunday or a Thursday, for on Sunday afternoon, 
and at Thursday morning's market, you will see 
sighta 80 amazing, so utterly beyond your experience, 
that you will greatly wonder if you be awake, or in 
some poster city of dreams. There will be queer 
wagons shaped something like a boat on wheels, 
painted bright green, or blue, or yellow, or a little 
of each, with a tiny cabin of black, from which will 
look out on you the most extraordinary figures. There 
will be a red-faced, round-faced farmer man with 
thick bobbed hair under a little black skull cap, and 
pirate-like gold rings in his ears. He will wear a 
short, tight Eton jacket covered with big silver but- 
tons, and he will wear trousers that are of enormona 
girth around the hips, and he will be smoking a 
pipe, always smoking. By his side his good wife will 
be sittii^, on her head a white cap, and down by 
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her ears curious little corkscrew dangles of gold all 
a-shiver in the sun. She will wear a black waist that 
fits like a jersey, with elbow sleeves of ineredible 
tightness, so tight indeed, that from the elbow down 
the arm is swollen and purple; and skirts will she 
have on, short, but of many, many thickneases. 
Back in the shadow will smile at you two little folk, 
the dearest, cutest little folk in the world to-day. 
The little lad dressed just like father, and the demure 
little maid precisely like mother," The streets will 
be filled with wagons like this, and the market-place 
and all the ways thereto with people like these. And 
men and women will stand in such picturesque groups, 
and the children, those darling little children will ha 
so captivatingly everywhere, that you will be simply 
speechless with amazed delight at a sight you never 
supposed had existence save in the opening chorus of 
some comic opera. The reason I have brought you 
to Middelbui^, and insist upon Middelburg above all 
other towns of Holland, is because just here and in 
the surrounding country can you see, as nowhere 
else in the land, precisely this, which I take it is ex- 
actly what you came out to find. But remember, 
this must be on a Thursday for best, and a Sunday 
for second best, or yon will sorely be disappointed. 

Even besides the people there is another reason 
why you should come to Middelburg, for no other 
Dutch city has just its beauty or its charm, just such 
delightful old houses, just such coloring, and above 
all no city anywhere has a more beautiful Town Hall, 
of a more splendid Gothic architecture. And by the 
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■way, don't foi^t to drive oat to Teere, a little water 
port that is really a picture from a Dutch plate. 

Dort and its great tower rise from island shores 
about sixty miles from Middelbnrg. If yon have read 
Hopkinson Smith's enthosiastic praise of this ancient 
city yon irill e^erience a shade of disappointment, 
disappointment that is not unlikely to follow you 
'wherever in Holland you turn from the places where 
people ai« still picturesque (and they are few) to 
the level monotony of the cold-looking landscape, the 
endless canals, the cohtinnons lines of windmills wav- 
ing frantic arms against the sky, and the long, dull 
streets of towns, broken only occasionally by inter- 
esting buildings of other days. But Dort has a certain 
elfish strangeness ; vague old houses, uncertain of out- 
line, lean over the black waters of the canals; tall, 
stoop-should^ed warehouses with shuttered windows 
darken mysterious alleys with brown shadows, and 
bridges span sluggish waterways, making pictures of 
interest if not of beauty. Tes, I would go to Dort, 
but I would not linger there. And lest you be be- 
guiled into making the round of the churches let me 
give you a word of advice — don't waste time on the 
interior of Dutch churches, for without exception, so 
far as my experience goes, they are the most depreas- 
ii^f sights of Europe, naked, bare, and horribly white- 
washed ; robbed of all color, a glare of light from huge, 
plain glass windows, and as nndevotional and unin- 
spiring as any other bams. 

Ton had better go from Dort to Ddft by canal, 
provided you chance on one of those rare daj^ when 
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the veatfaer is warm, for one's first trip on a Dutch 
steamer with its peasant passengers on the forward 
deck, and the glimpses of the little towns along the 
hanks and of the local life that gathers at the piers 
is sure to be of interest. It will show you too, how 
Holland itself depended for its actual existence, and 
relies for its daily preservation, upon the unremitting 
efforts of its people. Here is a land much of which 
is below the level of the water upon which you saiL 
Sunken beneath the defending dykes are green fields 
where sleek cattle pasture, and from which red-roofed 
villagea look up at yon firom among the trees. From 
the canals that intersect this hollow land the wind- 
mills are ever pumping the water out into the h^her 
streams and so up into the sea. The care and direc- 
tion of this great and vital system is not local, but 
wholly under control of a department of the general 
Government. 

If you go through Rotterdam without stopping yon 
will lose nothing but the pictures in the museum, 
which are scarcely compensation for the town's utter 
banality, and besides, yon come the sooner to Delft, 
a city of del^ht. It is so clean, so comfortable ; the 
broad, tree-lined canals are so a-glimmer with Ugbt 
and shade, and so decked with the curious life that 
dowly moves upon them, that you will vote Delft a 
place to linger in. Still, it is only five miles from 
The Hague, of which it is really a suburb, so it is 
better perhaps to make headquarters in the capital, 
and go back and forth to Delft. 

There is no place else so inspiring in which to 
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study Dutch history, for here in Delft lived William 
the Silent who created the Dutch nation, and here, 
July loth, 1584, he was assassinated. Here in the 
Oude Kerk Admiral Tromp is buried, that great sea 
conqueror who, with a broom at his mast head liter- 
ally swept the seaa clean of his country's enemies. 
And here in the Nieuwe Kerk lies William, surely 
one of the greatest men in history, surrounded by all 
the dead of the bouse of Orange. 

The medieval history of Holland is much the same 
as that of the rest of Europe, save that here there 
was more commerce, and greater liberty. I am not 
sure, however, but that our use of the word "liberty" 
as we apply it to the conditions of medieval life is 
misleading. For when we say "greater liberty" we 
really mean that there was here less direct interfer- 
ence on the part of a central and external authority 
with the management of the town's affairs by the 
small class of wealthy men who really governed. 
Liberty never got much beyond these few men, and 
really meant that the vast majority of the people 
were ruled by a few of their townspeople instead of 
by a man or men in a nation's capital. Liberty never 
for a moment was understood as implying freedom 
of political action to the man in the street. 

At the height of Spain's splendor, when her Smg 
was Germany's Emperor, and her gold hearing gal- 
leons circled the seas, Holland was but a Spanish 
province, but a province seethii^ with revolt. By 
the middle of the fifteen hundreds Protestantism had 
found a refuge behind the dykes, and for their faith 
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the people were prepared to die. In 1568 came Alva, 
iron-hearted dnbe, fit ambassador of bigotry from bis 
fanatic king:, and then began Ihat incredible eighty 
jtars of warfare, the most cruel, bloodiest, most mer- 
ciless stni^le the world has ever seen; the bravest, 
most enduring defense of home and faith all Time 
can show as. Starving men, famished women and 
half-naked little children soldiered the walls of be- 
leagnered cities. They fought on and on; new gen- 
erationa took ap the sword in youth and laid it down 
only when stge or slaughter brought them to the grave ; 
and still the vast resources of Spain were unex- 
hausted. But at last the Spanish power waned, and 
snllenly the shattered fragmenta of her forces passed 
and retnmed no more, liberty was broadened to an 
actoal fact, and the Dutch Republic took its place 
with the nations. 

The Hague is fnll of modem life and modem 
beauty, and most beautiful of all are the pictures 
made in the center of the city by the waters of the 
Yyver, a little ti^ee-awept lake, and t^ the nearby 
Binnenhof, a mass of striking and ancient buildings, 
the old parliament house, the courts, and in the cen- 
ter a square where many dark deeds and some bright 
ones have been enacted. Now after you have wan- 
dered here, and visited the town hall, and spent as 
many hours among the famous paintings in the gal- 
leries as you feel you can enjoy, there is nothing more 
in The Hagne to detain, for while it is a cheerful sort 
of town it is not one to exclaim over. So take a 
carri^e and drive through the pleasant bnt not ex- 
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traordinary forest to the "House in the Boech," the 
Queen's villa in the wood. Not externally impressiTe, 
it is filled with a delightful collection of curious and 
beautiful things. And from here go on to Scheven- 
ingen, the most noted seaside resort in Holland. 
Beally, it is two' towns in one. Across the dunes is 
the old fishing village where the tall masts of the 
fishing fleet huddle together by the quay, where life 
still is primitive and pictnresque, and where it is 
very well worth while to go. In startling contrast 
is the fashionable town stretched out along the splen- 
did sands. The color is that of a pastel; soft, pale 
tones of dull yellow sand and the yellow water blend 
delicately with the gray-blne sky, the whole dashed 
with the warm orange and terra cotta sails of the 
fiidiing sloops processioning out to sea. Upon the 
sands, the broadest and firmest I have ever seen, are 
innumerable tall-backed, hooded chairs of yellow 
wicker, and within their shelter, or sprawled on 
the beach, or at play in the surf that is not much 
more than a ripple, are people from half of Eu- 
rope. 

Every good American will want to go to Leyden, 
not because there is any special charm in the quiet 
old town, but because of the infiuence the former life 
of the place had in determining the form of many 
of our American institutions. Driven from England 
by persecution, here settled in 1611 that large band 
of English Puritans many of whom later planted 
in New England the beginnings of our nation, Dur^ 
ing all the years of their life here; th^ were ab- 
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sorbing the spirit of Bepablican goTemment and the 
forms in which that govemmeDt expreaaed itaelf, 
forms and institations that, strai^ as it ma7 seem, 
little as it is realized, have had greater influence 
upon, and are more directly traceable in the frame- 
work of our American Bepnblic than are the inatitu- 
tiona of monarehial England. As already indicated, 
this is partly because of the familiarity with Dutch 
government gained by the Pilgrims during the pre- 
oedii^ years of their residence in Leyden; and 
partly, of course, because of the direct Dutch settle- 
ments in America. But the fact remains, and it is 
an impressive one for the American traveler in Hol- 
land, that though English in speech, we are Dutch 
in institutions to a much greater degree than is gen- 
erally supposed. For instance, we derive the follow- 
ing from Holland, instead of from England, where 
at the time our customs were taking shape they were 
nnknown: the equal division of the estates of de- 
scendants among the surviving children ; our written 
eonstitation, one having existed in Holland from 1579 
though even yet unfound in England; the oi^ani- 
zation of the United States Senate, an elective body 
with a fixed equal representation for each State and 
an age qualification for membersiiip; free schools; 
rel^ooa freedom; the recording of title deeds; the 
inability of the Executive to declare war without 
the consent of Goi^reas; the written ballot; the as- 
fflgmnent of counsel to poor defendants charged with 
crime. All these features and many more had no 
parallel in England, but clearly derived their in- 
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spiration from Dntoh sonrces. Yes, every American 
slionld go to Leyden. 

Between Leyden and Amsterdam tbere is nothing 
to detain the tourist who is not ei^aged in a thor- 
ough study of the country, and frankly, and per- 
haps nnfortonately, I can find little worth while in 
Amsterdam save the snperb pictures in the galleries. 
But there are certain excursions which can easily be 
made from here, and which are on no account to be 
missed. One of these is by the steamer that plys the 
canals between Amsterdam and Alkmaar. Through 
the sonny morning your craft first takes its crowded 
way to Zaandam, the very heart of windmill land, 
a town that fairly screams at you with its vividly 
painted houses to stop with it a bit, and you had bet- 
ter do it, say for an bour, just long enough to wander 
down its one long, giddy street to the little hut where 
once upon a time lived Peter the Great. 

From ^aandam your boat furrows the long, still 
canals, through die level, bright green country to Alk- 
maar, a remote city of farther Holland. Better come 
on Friday, or not at all, for the place is of interest 
only on that day when the square in front of its 
amazing Weigh House is piled h^h with tens of 
thousands of red and yellow cheeses, and the business 
of bargaining for them begins as the clock strikes 
ten. 

The most famous excursion in Holland is from 
Amsterdam to the Island of Marken where still per- 
sists in all its ancient form and color the queer cos- 
tume of the people, differing in detail from the peasant 
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dress of Middelbm^, though in general effect nmeh 
the same. Only fisher folk live on the island, so to 
Bee Uiem at their best it is necessary to go out on 
Sunday. Their pictnresqneness is almost profes- 
sional, and little children and big bronzed fishermen 
are alike ready to pose for the camera, and a consid- 
«ratioQ. One or two housewives are also glad to show 
the decidedly queer and interesting interiors of their 
homes, also for a consideratioD, so that there is an 
atmosphere of artificiality about it all, which fortu- 
nately is absent from Middelburg. But none the less 
the trip is emphatically well worth making, partly, 
indeed, because the boat stops at the fascinating ham- 
let of Broek which years ago acquired the reputation 
of beii^ the cleanest town on earth and has ever since 
maintained it, and partly because of a second stop 
at Monnikendam, a singularly torpid little place with 
many examples of the fine old Dutch architecture of 
the sixteen hundreds. 

But of all the villages of Holland none is more 
beloved by artists than Volendam, and no one who 
cares enough about Holland to go there at all should 
miss this unique town with its gay little houses, and 
b^, quiet people who appear to pass the time in 
nlent meditation, so still do they ke^, so little do 
they have to say. It is very easy of access and much 
more typical of Holland of the story books than Am* 
Bterdam or The Hague. 

Now to the east, across the Zuiderzee lie many 
other towns that you should see if you want to know 
every part of the land, but you have already seen 



hyGoo^le 



it, wMch is an enormous pile, impressive from its 
size at least, and wMch good Belgians regard, perhaps 
not nnjostly, as one of the wonders of Europe, and 
many stately homes and the rather commonplace pal- 
ace of the king. It is hard to find a royal palace 
anywhere that eztemaUy loolca the part, and this one 
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baa the same iostitatioiial look to be found at Buck- 
ingham and the rest. 

In the galleries are magmficent paintii^B, and a 
pictore more beautiful than can there be found is 
the mighty church of Saint Michel and Saint Qudule. 
To me this is among the half-dozen most splendid 
churches in Europe, distinguishing Brossels from 
other cities, even as its cathedral is the abiding m«n- 
ory of Cologne. Few churches have sach impressive 
approach, for where a street gives back, is if in awe 
before it, a mighty flight of steps leads up to its 
gigantic portal that is flanked by two Gothic towers 
as stately as the world can show. Within is a dim 
twilight of many cokirs softened and blended by that 
rare glass which only artists of long ago could make, 
and through this painted semi-darkness lights are 
bnming before vague alt&rs, and from chapel service 
taint incense is fioating. Do not have a guide, refuse 
the companionship even of your best friend, but find 
a seat alone and wait, for thus only can come to you 
a real perception of the unearthly beauty of the 
place. 

As perfect a pictore of another sort, a picture of 
the setting for Brossels* medieval life, is found in 
the market-place. In other cities and in other lands 
yon can find market-places undisturbed from the 
Middle Ages, bat none like this, with the rows of nar- 
row buOdings piling ornate stories high to the 
strangely gabled roofs, with the glorious town-house 
at one side and across from it the astonishing palace 
that was once the King's, 
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There is another thing to be seen only in Bnusels, 
and from which if yon axe too impreasionable, or 
addicted to bad dreanw, yon should keep away, and 
that is the gallery of realistic, extraordinarily real- 
istic, and altogether horrible pictures, known as the 
Mosee Wiertz. Some of these fearful paintings are 
80 arrat^ed and lighted aa to be looked at only 
tfaroogh peep-holes with an ^ect that is tremendotis 
and appalling, and the whole collection is gruesome 
in the extreme. Yoa will probably go. 

Momentous hiatory was made not far from thia gay 
capital of the Belgians, and there are few visitors 
from over seas who do not visit the scene, now bo 
quiet, where a century ago was fought out one of the 
world's most decisive battles. The cannon of Water- 
loo were heard in the ballrooms of Brussels, and the 
excursion to the battlefield takes bat a short half 
day. 

Now in Brussels is to be found very much more of 
interest than is here act forth, so do not be deterred 
from going by the oft repeated expression that it is 
"a little Paris." 

It is but an hour from Brussels to Ghent, that aged 
city that played its part so valoronsly in the days of 
old when the history of Flanders was largely the 
Btory of the warfare of town versus town, and that 
tbec fell asleep in the later times when its commerce 
was drawn away and its population dwindled. Now 
it is stirring as if about to awaken, and trade is 
opening its thoroughfares with disconcerting frank- 
ness tbroi^ old quarters rich with the beauty of the 
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past But still undisturbed is the one supreme thing 
yoa go to Ghent to see, the grim castle of the Counts 
of Flanders built— think of it— in 868. All around 
is the city, but above the tide of its life rises this 
vast gray island of the past, silent, mysterious. And 
with its vision last before yon, your memory of Ghent 
will be a solemn one. 

But in an hour you are within another of those 
"dead cities of Flanders" as they used to call them, 
a city whose atmosphere is at utter variance with the 
somber spell the castle of the Counts throws upon 
the streets of Ghent, for now we come to Bruges the 
Beautiful, where every thought inspired is one of 
peace and serenity. Inspired by the present, how- 
ever,, and not by the memory of those days when 
BnigeB rivaled Venice for the commercial supremacy 
of the world, for war here often spoke its iron word 
at the city gates, and more than once the stones of 
the market square, where the belfry tower stands to- 
day as a benediction, were red vrith the blood of 
many victims. But those days of contest now seem 
very remote from these quiet streets and stiU canals. 
Peace and calm in a setting of perfect beauty of form 
and color, such the impression of Bruges to-day. It 
is a place to linger in, to follow by boat the shady 
canals broadening at intervals to little lakes where 
lie long reflections of spire and tower; to wander 
through the poorer quarters where the lacema^ers sit 
at work in the street ; to seek the massive gates that 
in their day have kept at bay many a hostile army ; 
to watch the belfry in the Grand Place of which 
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Loi^ellow sai^; to go the way to the Place da 
Boarg and under its northern bridge of Bighs to the 
quays that lie beyond. This aboold be the measure 
of yonp day^ in Bruges. 

Now if afterwards yon want the bustle and excite- 
mrait of a place that is very maeh alive, yon can be 
in Ostend in half an hour, with its crowds and big 
hotels and brass bands and bathii^ machines. Bat 
Ostend is like all other resorts by the eea except that 
there is to be fonnd here a little more ultra-fashion- 
able attire than elsewhere in Europe. And really 
that is all there is to be said about it. 

But scattered all through the northweBtem part of 
the country are a great number of strange little ciUea 
much diminished by the retreat of commerce, and 
each distii^uished by ancient dwellings, an old castle, 
a marvelous ehnrch spire, or a medieval tower. Grass 
grows in the streets, and over them all hangs a singa* 
lar silence. And because these are so different from 
what Europe elsewhere has to offer, t^e traveler 
should, if poBsible, take the time to look in upon one 
or more of them. This can easily be done, for yoa 
will of course wish to stop in Toumai for a visit to 
the unique cathedral that is there, and in going from 
Qhent to the French frontier let your tickets read 
by Aud^iaarde, Courtrai and Toumai and the deed 
is done. 

Andenaarde is a most enrious half-asleep town, the 
life of which, like the place itself, is bat little changed 
from the Middle Ages, save that trade has moved 
away and the people now are poor instead of rich. 
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Dominatiiig it all is a maasiTe church with a fortress- 
like tower aTonnd which old, stepped gable honses 
are gathered in a picture-like group that artists come 
from far to paint, and travelers to see. 

The train continnes from here to Courtrai where 
was fought the famous battle of the golden spurs, and 
where two towers that look as if drawn by an artist 
to illustrate some fairy tale still stand at guard be- 
fore an ancient bridge. The market-place is yet me- 
dieval, but the town is waking up, and has a greater 
air of prosperity than many another Flemish city. 

Toumai, twenty miles farther on, is an utterly un- 
interesting place but with a cathedral that in some 
respects has few equals in Europe. To stand just 
beyond the transepts, by the doors that open to the 
choir, and from there look out upon the nave is to 
see a vision of architectural loveliness that is onsur- 
passed. This catliedral indeed was the product of a 
distinct and powerful school of Gothic architecture 
that has left its trace in much of the best work in 
northern Europe, so that it is an unsolved mystery 
why so many lovers of the beautiful pass it by. la 
the treasury is a wonderful collection of relics and 
works of art, laces, jewels, embroideries, carvings of 
ivory and wood and a thousand rare and beautiful 
things that repay many-fold the time it takes to see 
them. 

In reconunending that these seldom viated places 
be put upon your itinerary it is only fair that you 
be cautioned about the hotels, which are poor, so 
that yon most be willing to sacrifice some comfort 
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for tbe aake of the beauty and strangeness you will 
find. In fact the hotels throughout Holland and Bel- 
gium are generally below the Europeao standard, so 
that if comfort is a prime desideratum yon should 
seek only the best in each town. In Antwerp, Am- 
sterdam, The Hague and Brussels, there are, however, 
hotels of the middle class that are entirely satisfac- 
tory. Another thing to remember is that Holland, . 
particularly, is apt to be cold until late in the season, 
and if yon are a lover of warmth yon are quite likely 
to find even June much too cooL Rainy days are un- 
pleasantly frequent, and as the stoves in the smaller 
hotels are taken down in May, and as fireplaces in 
bedrooms are not always found, plenty of warm 
clothing is often cssentiaL 
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AT firet considerfttion France seemB almost hope- 
less from a tourist 's standpoint ; it is so big, so 
confused, that the task of quickly and easily gaining 
a comprehension of its distinctive beauties seems 
impossible. But with a little study the situation 
clears, and the country resolves itself into certain 
well defined zones of interest. 

In the first place it should be remembered that the 
average city of the French provinces has been utterly 
spoiled by modeniizing, and is now the dullest thing 
in Europe. Straight streets lined with little trees and 
low, uniform buildings of incredible monotony hare 
replaced the charming old thoroughfares. Banal 
promenades with iron benches painted green, and beds 
of red geraniums have been substituted for old city 
walls, and the interesting old gables have been re- 
placed with slate-covered mansard roofs; you are 
therefore spared all thought of the greater part of 
France except how best to avoid it. But the things 
that remain are of extreme interest and importance. 
Broadly put, these are the cathedrals of the north and 
east; Brittany; the chateau country of the Loire; the 
valley of the Bbone; the eastern mountains; the Med- 
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iterranean coast known as the Riviera; and the coun- 
try bordering on the Pyrenees. 

Now crossing the frontier from Belgium at Lille, 
as is the plan of the tour we are sketchii^, it is easy 
to take in the cathedrals, and in so doing the best 
of Normandy as well, and also Brittany, returning to 
Paris by the valley of the Loire. From Paris a day 'a 
excursion to Bheims and another to Chartres where 
are to he found cathedrals that are among the world's 
greatest, and then south and east to the French Alps 
and over tbem to the Riviera, and on to the west 
along the Mediterranean, coming back to the capital 
by the Rh5ne, or going on into Spain, as the case 
may be. A tour such as this would give a very sat- 
isfactory knowledge of the country's best. The trav- 
eler who knows all his France may wonder why sev- 
eral regions are omitted, particularly Le Puy, and 
thereabouts; but I am not planning a whole summer 
in France, merely a matter of six weeks or so, and 
Le Pay I found utterly disappointing. And the man 
who cannot spend six weeks can easily modify the 
route by eliminating the things that interest him 
least, remembering that the worst possible thing to 
do in Europe is to foUow the crowd instead of 
your inclination. Go where yon want to go and 
nowhere else; seek the thii^ you like, and avoid 
the things you don't, for of such is the kingdom of 
pleasure. 

The Cathedral Cities. — From Lille a through train 
takes us in two hours to Amiens where we come upon 
our first great French cathedral. These cathedrals 
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differ material^ from those of England, not only in 
situation but in architecture as well. Qone are the 
quiet close, the stately trees, the green lawns, and 
in their place a huddle of mean houses hides half the 
beauty of the great church. The Gothic architecture 
of France is infinitely more ornate ; the church front is 
a mass of carving, of hundreds of statues, of grinning 
gargoyles, of stone vines and flowers and lace-like 
filigree laid and overlaid in dazing intricacy of de- 
sign, makii^ these French cathedrals eoncededly the 
most ornate churches in the world ; and if ornamenta- 
tion constitutes beauty, then very easily the most 
beautiful in the world. 

There are those, however, of whom I must confess 
to be one, who believe that expression of porpose is 
a prereqiiisite to beauty in arcbiteetore, and that to 
express its purpose an eecleaiafltieal edifice should 
strike a note of d^nity, of sublimity, and of grandeur. 
This impression it should immediately make at the 
Tery first glance. To do this the beholder must be 
impressed with the mass of it taken tc^ether ; it must 
give at once an impression as a whole, as is the ease 
at Cologne and with the English cathedrals. These 
are majestic and solemn and unified, and because of 
this they are to my mind the most wonderful and 
beautiful churches in the world. And you really 
don't see the French cathedrals at all when you first 
look at them, because the bewildered eye is tryii^ 
to separate, and the brain to comprehend, the thou- 
sand imi^efl and decorations that crowd and obscure 
their immense fronts. At CoU^ne your first thought 
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is of God; at Amiens and Rheims yon forget every- 
thing but the images. 

But none the leas yon can find nowhere more mag- 
nificent examples of the French Qotbic than these 
two cathedrals of Amiens and Bheims, and of the two 
I care most for the first. When once withio you stand 
breathless among the colored shadows ; a hundred col- 
umns carry the great roof into the mist one hundred 
and fif^ feet above, and painted windows flood the 
long nave and choir with indescribable color. Do not 
hurry away, but consult your guide-book for the enor- 
mous mass of interestii^ detail in choir and tomb 
and treasury. But when you do leave the cathedral 
then hurry, for Amiens is one of the least attractive 
of all the towns of France, and it will hardly be worth 
your while to tarry there. 

In two hours you come to Bouen, which wonld be 
a very commonplace and unattractive city, with hide- 
ous straight streets of cheap shops, were it not glori- 
fied by its churches and the memory of Joan of Arc. 
The cathedral interests by its curious architecture and 
beautiful monuments, and the great church of St. 
Maclou by its ancient glass. But above all the 
churches of Bonen and of France is the absolutely 
incomparable church of St. Ouen, and whether the 
French Gothic or the English most appeals to us, 
and whether we differ as to the comparative im- 
pressiveness of Cologne cathedral or that of Amiens, 
we can all agree that this church of St. Ouen is the 
most beautiful, thou^ not the most magnificent 
church in all the ^orlcL And for this reason, thou^ 
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peibaps for no other, the city of Bouen should be in- 
olnded in «Tei7 toor of Europe. 

It is hard to b^ whether the Maid of Orleans be- 
comes most real here at the place of her fiery death, 
at Bheima the scene of her calininating triumph, or 
at Chinoa where she first met Charles ; but certainly 
in Bouen her memory is very much a part of the 
place. Early in the fourteen hundreds civil war and 
English conqnest had reduced all France north of 
the Loire to the position of an English province; an 
English army occupied Paris and an English regent 
governed from there the conquered country. The 
Duke of Burgundy, allied with the invaders, disputed 
everywhere the authori^ of the Dauphin, Charles 
VII, who had found refuge in the castle of Chinou, 
in his still loyal province of Tonraine. Here he had 
apparently abandoned all hope and in apathy awaited 
the final dissolution of bis realm. At this moment 
of despair there came to him at Chinon in 1429 this 
mere peasant girl of eighteen, and like one in truth 
inspired, she taught his soldiers anew the art of war, 
and led them from victory to victory until in triumph 
Charles entered the cathedral of Bheims, where all 
his successors had been crowned, and where he too 
became the King of France. Not only did this slip 
of a girl do this, but after she had fallen into the 
hands of the English, and after they had burned her 
f6r a witch here in the market-place of Bouen, still 
her soul went marching on and Charles lived to see 
the English driven from eveiy foothold on the soil 
of France save the narrow limits of Calais. 
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Now if you would know more of this strange girl, 
and of the times in which she lived, and of the things 
that she wrought out, read Andrew Lang's "The 
Maid of France." It will give yon a far better pic- 
ture than I can here. 

Normandy. — At Rouen yon are in the heart of Nor- 
mandy, a pleasant land of green fields, and of far 
spread orchards whence comes the famous cider, as 
much the national drink of Normandy as is beer of 
Germany. A land set about with quiet villages and 
whitewashed farm houses, and wearing a contented 
and a peaceful air. A land that is decked, moreover, 
with other splendid churches like those at Caen, and 
St. Lo, and Coutances, and with cities where the 
old yet struggles with the new, like Lisieux and 
Bayeux and some more. But here is the point to 
consider about Normandy — in many a place at home 
lie green fields and pleasant orchards. As for the 
churches, St. Lo and the rest are not so fine as the 
cathedrals you have already seen ; and wbem it comes 
to quaint cities you will see those of greater interest 
and individuality in Brittany. Therefore is it worth 
while to linger 1 

The next place of supreme importance on our itin- 
erary is marvelous Mont St. Michel, and it were far 
better to miss Paris than that, and Mont St. Michel 
lies straight on, one hundred and eighty miles to the 
west. Leaving Bouen at eight in the morning yon 
are in Caen at noon, and if you prefer not to atop 
you can, after luncheon at the station, push on through 
St, Lp and Coutances, changing ears »t Portorsoo a 
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little before six, and reachii^ the Monnt, by tlie line 
that niQS out to it, in time for dinner. 

While frankly I do not think Normandy, after leav- 
ing Bouen, is worth-while for the average tourist, yet 
the man with a Uking for historical association will 
not be willing to hurry through. It is interesting 
to note how certain localities are fairly saturated with 
the memory of some dominant higtorical or legendary 
charaeter. In Cornwall it is Arthur, in Normandy it 
is William the Conqueror. Here he was bom, this 
'was his duchy, and at Caen, especially, yon can think 
of no one else. Headstrong William married for 
love, and lived happy ever after, even though it was 
his own cousin with whom he mated ; but when about 
to sail in 1066 on that memorable voyage of eonqnest 
across the Channel, he feared his disregard of the 
mandates of the church that forbade his marriage 
with his cousin, would provoke the Deity to vengeance. 
And so, after the manner of the Ceesars of old, he and 
his equally guilty wife made propitiatory sacrifices, 
William founding the great church of St. Etienne, 
and at the same time Matilda, cousin and wife, estab- 
lishing the equally imposing church of La Trinity. 
And to-day you can wander through these splendid 
buildings that have come down through the ages as 
tokens of that old romance that makes very human 
the far-off man who chai^^ the destiny of England. 

Brittaiv!/, — France holds two treasures of me- 
dievalism, two places that visualize the past, as does 
nothing else on earth, Mont St. Michel in the north 
^nd Carcassonne in the south. There is nothing tq 
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compare them with ; they stand alone, uniqae, objects 
of supreme interest and snpreme pictareaqaeness. 
Mont St. Michel is nearly a mile from shore in a vast 
bay that is a sea when tiie tide is in, and a desert of 
sand at its ebb. Qreat walls with but a single ew 
trance have guarded its ahorea these man; centuries. 
Tier on tier of ancient buildings encircle the tapering 
pyramid of its rocky height ; and at the summit, two 
hundred feet above the sea and sand rise the marvel- 
ously beautiful walls of a chapel, that Is like naught 
so much as a "flower of stone." Below this are 
strange caves and halls and dungeons hewn in the 
rock where have gone on the tragedies and romances 
of the life of foi^ttea generations. In t^e hotel you 
will watch them cut for your dinner slices from the 
sheep that is roasting whole in the cavernous fireplace, 
and when you go to your clean, sweet room they may 
lead you out from a door in the roof along a flowar 
bordered terrace, and np steps cut dizzily in the rock. 
Thirty miles farther to the west, and out of the sea, 
rise the walls that make of St. Male the vision of a city 
of a bygone time. We are now in Brittany, Mont St. 
Michel being on the boundary line, and St. Malo has 
that fascination that seems to possess every quarter 
of this, to some of us, most interesting province of 
France. You come to St. Malo for a day and you stay 
for a week, for when you walk the circuit of these 
great walls, or thread the narrow ways that lie within, 
the spell of the past lays hold upon your imagination, 
and it is like living the chronicles of Froissart, and 
you feel sure every morning that something wonderful 



hyGoo^le 



A street Dinan, Brittany 

D,gn,-.rihyGOO^Ie 



hyGoo^le 



and romantio irill happen before night If on the 
contrary yon are hopelessly prosaic, yon can go across 
the hay to Dinard, which is very new and very clean, 
(which St Malo is not), witii ezpensiTe shops and a 
hotel where you can pay twice as much as yon can 
in the old walled town on the rocks by l^e sea. 

Brittany is to France what Cornwall is to EIngland, 
but it is on a greater scale, it is more impresBive and 
fuller of the color of a foreign life. Aloog the coast 
lie fishing villages of infinite charm, where the 
women folk in white-wii^d caps, red waista, short 
blue skirts and wooden shoes adt singing at their doors 
as they knit, or mend the nets of their men whi»e 
fishii^ sloops often venture clear across to the Grand 
Banks; villages in and out of whose tiny harbors 
red and brown sails eome and go in the dawn and the 
twilight 

Inland are towns untroubled by progress, where 
houses of the Fourteenth and Fifteenth Centuries 
lean their overhanging stories across the narrow 
streets, or step boldly out over the sidewalk on stone 
pillars. Towns where on sheltering hlufis rise the 
defending towers of fairy-book castles, or where from 
the market-place lifts the spire of a thrilling cathe- 
dral. Towns where vested processions with cross and 
tapers still pass along the streets; where market day 
is like the scene of a play; and where peasants yet 
dance folk dances in the square just as of ohL This 
is Brittany, and yet not all of Brittany, for here and 
there upon the land are the strange emblems of the 
Proid faith, reaching in the Lines of Camae a h^ght 
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of mystery and of impreasiveneas untoacbed by any 
Bunilar remains in any land. 

Tbere is no room to describe to yon these towns. 
Bead "Brittany" by Mortimer M«npes, and "The 
Bretons at Home" by Gostling, "A Ijittle Book of 
Brittany" by Bobert MediU, or any of a score of 
other books dealing with this enchanted land, and 
then go seek the places you tbink you 11 like the 
best; or, if you please, follow my route which will 
show you something of each varied feature. 

From St Malo take the steamer that crosses the 
harbor and follows the little river through the still 
afternoon to Dinan (not Dinard) best beloved of 
artists, where buildings of many centories dwell to- 
gether in strange confusion, and where there is one 
view of a curioos old tower and a bit of areaded 
street that is unforgettable. 

Thence travd by rail to Bennes, a matter of three- 
quarters of an hour, and go the next morning to 
Yitrg, but a short ride, where infirm old bouses lean 
on each other for support in the labyrinth of streets 
that crowd aroond the base of the cliff, on the sommit 
of which is one of the most picturesque castles of 
France. As for Bennes, its most memorable feature 
is the table dlidte of the leadii^ hotel, the most 
elaborate and satisfying dinner I have ever met in 
Europe. I>on*t foi^et to come bach to Bennes from 
TitrS, for from Bennes you go north and east to 
Morlaix, your next stop. Ton can leave Beuues a 
little after seven and be in Morlaiz for luncheon, 
^r by a faster train at half past three and arrive for 
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ditmer. Bear in tnind that these hours vary slightly 
from time to time aa new time-tables are adopted, 
and they should he verified, of course, by each trav- 
eler for himfielf; but they will be found approxi- 
mately correct. 

Morlaiz is a smiling town of flowers and pictures, 
and is not tinknown to many Americans. From here 
to Brest is less than forty miles, and from Brest, 
you can go by steamer in three hours to Douarnene^ 
amoi^ the most interesting of Breton fishing villagea 
Hence to Qnimper, "the city of gables," is but fif- 
teen miles, where stay long enough to note how the 
splendid cathedral overshadows the town, before tak- 
ing train for Quimperle, an hour away. Here is a 
town that in spite of its age is yet alive with activity 
and br^ht with blossoms. It takes two hours to reach 
your next stop at Auray, one of the towns to be 
loved, with its toppling old houses, and picturesque 
harbor. From here you drive to Gamac. Again yon 
are on the lonesome moors, sncb as these ancient 
folk seemed always to love; again, aa in Cornwall, 
there is over you the same sense of n^stery bred 
of the stooping sky and the empty earth; and then 
finally, the "Lines," as they are called. "Ten great 
aisles formed by the rows of vast stones that stretch 
for nearly three miles across the open country." 
These stones are some ten feet, some thirty feet in 
he^ht, and though more than six thonsand of them 
at one time stood in place, now less than a thousand 
mark the roads that led between. 

The old town qt YaDues tba( lies like a shadoif 



hyCoo^le 



so FINDING TSB WOBTH-WHILE IN BUHOPB 

of the past upon the modem map of France is only 
twelve miles from ATtray. And here ends BrittaiiT'. 
Leavii^ Vaimes in the morning yon lunch at Nantes; 
an bonr later yon are at Angers, and after stopping 
over one train, are at Tours for dinner. And at 
Angers the Cb&teanx Cktuntry may be said to begin. 

The Chdteaa Country. — ^And yet the great pile 
of Angers is not really a ch&teau at all but a castle, 
and quite the most eztraoi^iinary castle you will find 
in Europe. It is an amazing wall, girt about with 
prodigious round towers, striped most curiously with 
black and gray stone, tt was the seat of the first 
of the Plant^enets, and baa more history connected 
with it than I have time to tell you; but go look 
at it, for yon will never gaze upon its like again. 

Two hours takes you to Tours, the heart of old 
Touraine. This valley of the Loire is a pleasant 
place of broad and peaceful landscapes; of mild 
winds and sunny days; of great fertility, of orchards 
and of vineyards, and amid the fruits and flowers 
the peasants seem to find life easier than elsewhere, 
while for the traveler the table d'hote takes on an 
extra course, and French cooking is at its beat. In 
this valley, in those days when French life was at 
the summit of its luxury, there sprang up along the 
"Poplared Loire" those palaces of kings and cour- 
tiers now known as the chateaux of Tonraine. And 
side by side with these were others from an earlier 
period, more castles than palaces, and which saw 
much fighting before coming to the silken days of 
peace. From the Fifteenth Centuzy, up and down 
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the bog line of the valley, there yraa lived in these 
splendid places a life of lnzurf and of wantonness 
nnanrpassed in bistoiy. Days of ease vere hrohen 
now and then by clash of arms, and the great people 
ivho called these places home were ever in an at> 
moaphere of conspiracy and of intrigue, an atmos- 
phere that ifi sometimes mistaken for history. But 
what is meant by the "historic atmosphere of the 
French chateaux" is merely the romantic story of 
men and women freed by great place from the re- 
Btraints of morality, and boldly playing out the game 
of ambition and desire by help of murder, falsehood 
and treachery. Not a chateau that does not bear the 
stain of lust and blood; and their history ia merely 
the drama of individual crime. 

There are many of these great buildings that atiU 
remun, but with so much of Europe yet before you 
it is best to gain your impression of the character- 
istics of the district by an inspection of merely a few 
of the most interesting. 

Once comfortably located at Tours (and yon can 
be very comfortable in that intereatii^ city), make 
a day's excursion to A^ay-le-Bidean and Chinon. 
The former ia a beantifol building mirrored in a 
lily-padded moat, where the water ran before Amer- 
ica was discovered; whose halls are now empty, and 
whose setting of lawn and park brings thoi^hts of 
England. From here is bat a few miles to Chinon, 
an ancient town, vrith many bnildings dating from the 
fonrteen hundreds. 

Diftering from many of th^e palaces of Touraine 
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that of Chinon ia now merely a min. It was bailt, 
however, bondreds of years before the rest, and for 
defense as well as residenee. Here thiols really 
happened. Here in 11S9 died Henry XI of England, 
crying "Shame, shame on a conquered king," after 
his rebellious sons had driven him to a hnmiliating 
peace. Hera King John of England was first ac- 
claimed successor to his brother of the Lion Heart. 
And here on Sunday, March 6th, 1429, came Joan 
of Arc to meet the king ; came along this very street 
that still leads to the castle on the hill; was watched 
by carious eyes from the very windows of these cmm- 
bling old honses ; and in front of the fireplace in the 
great hall, that is now a roofiess min, had her first 
interview with Charles. Yes, Chinon, the town, its 
min and its memories are decidedly worth-while. 

From Tears go by train to Chenoncean, a tiny vil- 
lage by a park, down whose long avenae of trees you 
come upon the most beautiful of the cb&teauz. Come 
prepared to stay all n^ht at tiie fairest little inn 
in France, where you will dine by yourself in a raft- 
ered room the fioor of which is paved with sqnare 
red brick, and the walls of which are bm^ with bits 
of pewter and old china, and where they will put 
you to bed by candle light in a great square room 
with the same tiled fioors, and a beautiful mahogany 
bed, old and brown. And it will be delightfnlly 
easy to make believe yoa are really on the road to 
yesterday, and that the King is asleep in the ch&tean 
and that you will wake to-morrow to all the pictor- 
esque splendor of an ancient day. Bat yon won't; 
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and it's a man from Chicago who sleeps in the cha- 
teau. He has booght it. Bat be will let 70U wander 
through the grounds, and the downstairs rooms; and 
you will be glad that he has electric light only in 
the rooms above, and that, just as of yore, the dining- 
room is lighted by four huge candelabra that stand 
on the floor in each comer, 

Chenonceau looks as if built by the fairies. Xt is 
thrown boldly out across the river Cher, making it 
unique in design snd situation. And bold as its de- 
sign was the use made of it by the libertine kings 
of France. Here dwelt Diane, most famous of those 
mistresses of royalty who so largely contribute to 
the "historical association of the chateau country"; 
and here Henry carried out that unique system of 
decoration which covered the walls of his bed chamber 
with a monogram composed of the initials of himself, 
his mistress, and his wife. If this sounds interest- 
ing you will find the long story of all these ch&teauz 
very well told by Theodore Cook in his "Old Ton- 
raine." 

From Chenonceau you drive to Amboise, a long, 
dull drive that is said to be famous. Many things, 
many dreadful thii^ have happened here, but espe- 
cially in those days of the middle fifteen hundreds 
when Catherine de Medici ruled from the ehflteau, 
guided by her astrolc^r, and aided by her Court 
Poisoner brought from her Italian home. Francis 
II came to the throne when a mere lad, and in 155S 
when but a trifle over sixteen he married Mary Stu- 
art of Scotland, but sixteen years of age herself. 
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Here to Amboise, Catherine, the Queen Mother, 
brought the youthful pair, who were, so tradition goes, 
marveloudy happy with each other during the brief 
months that Francis lived. And here this same 
Catherine gathered two tboosand Huguenot prison- 
ers, and on one summer day 'twixt dawn and night 
slaughtered them all in the courtyard of the castle, 
hour after hour, until the blood ran down these walla 
you see, and literally turned to sullen red the waters 
of the Loire. And on the balcony Catherine made 
the boy and girl king and queen remain as the hours 
of that fearful day dragged on, though faint and sick 
they begged her permission to retire. In the castle 
to-day hangs Catherine's picture, a benign, sweet- 
faeed old lady with fair hands softly crossed! 

By train to BloJs is not far, and at Biois if you 
avoid the older hotel, you can be as comfortable as 
at Tours. All the intrigue, all the cruelty, all the 
splendor and the misery of these generations of bril- 
liant, wicked men and women centered in the ch&- 
teau on the hill at Blois, and the most unemotional 
of men must be startled at the vividness of his fan- 
cies as he wanders through the painted rooms, and 
brings to mind the dying struggles of the Duke of 
Guise, murdered by order of the king, waiting be- 
hind the arras for the fatal stroke ; the pageants, the 
prisoners ; the glories, the torments of the days when 
Blois was great. 

While staying at Blois you will undoubtedly be 
told that it is a matter of duty for you to go the 
two hours' drive through a monotonous country to 
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the cMteau of Cbambord, an agly and enormoos pile 
with a dreary enTironment of atunted pines in a 
sandy soil. It was built, just as Prance waa coming 
imder the spell of the Italian Renaissance, by Francis 
I, that master boilder, to accommodate the great way 
in which he lived. It has four hundred and forty 
rooms, and sixty staircases, and nobody knows how 
many fireplaces, and stables for a thousand horses, 
and is as absolutely ugly as most big things inevitably 
are. 

Orleans lies on the way from Blois to Paris, and 
sounds as if it would well repay a stop, but I did 
not find it so; and if doing the route again I should 
remain in the train which will cover the distance 
from Blois to Paris in a little more than two hours 
and a half. 

Of Parifl it is unnecessary to write, for the multi- 
tude of books upon the varied phases of the town 
render a word from me supererogatory. I could give 
a host of titles, but "Paris, Past and Present" is as 
good as any. 

The French Alps. — I am now entering upon the 
most difficult part of this chapter, perhaps of the 
whole book, the French Alps ; for it is almost impos- 
sible to come to an agreement with myself as to the 
short route that must be indicated through this re- 
gion where many routes, and all loi^, should be 
adopted if the beauties of the country are not to be 
left unseen. The line of travel I have finally de- 
cided to st^gest can, however, be followed more easily 
than many others, and for the time it takes will give. 
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I beliere, a better idea of the characteriHtics of the 
towns and scenery than vill any other. 

At the oatBet, moreover, it should be understood 
that anyone following literally the itinerary of this 
book would go from Paris to Col<^ne, re-enterii^ 
France at Lake Geneva after seeing the coontriea to 
the east, and that southem France is considered 
here, out of order, for the sake of coherency and to 
enable a traveler who wishes to continue his French 
tour direct from Paris to proceed in the most con- 
venient way. Leaving Paris between seven and 
eight in the mornii^, you reach Aix-les-Bains at about 
nine o'clock in the evening. A long ride, but there 
ia a corridor express vrith a restaurant car, and the 
country ia interesting. You can, of course, make the 
journey at night, but it will be expensive. I have 
brought you to Aix-les-Bains not so much because of 
the beauty of the situation amoi^ the mountains, 
but because it ia one of the two or three most fash- 
ionable aprii^ of Europe, and because you will see 
upon ita promenade and around its gaming tablea 
men and women typical of that leisured life of Eu- 
rope, so different from that of the avenge American. 

Less than an hour from Aix you come to Annecy, 
a town not yet wholly bereft of curious streets and 
odd, old bouses of another time, and beautifully fflt- 
uated on a lake so exquisite in the daintiness of its 
immediate setting, and so framed by remoter moun- 
tains, as to win your affection forever. 

An hour more and you are at Geneva, a city essen- 
tially French though in Swiss territory. Of Geneva 
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and its beautifal lake I will hare more to say in 
another chapter. Ton will Burely not hurry on, but 
when ready to go take an early mornii^ boat for the 
four-hour ride to Montreox, to all intents and pur- 
poses the end of the lake, and there take a train 
for Mart^y, an hour away, where you will change 
to a line that takes yon up a valley of enchantment 
to Chamonix, perhaps the moat famous mountain 
town in Europe. It is, of course, quicker to go direct 
from Qeneva to Chamonix, but you miss the delight- 
ful ride on the lake and the wonderful trip up the 
valley, and the route I recommend can be easily made 
in a day. At Chamonix Mt. Blanc is before you, 
and so many charmii^ excursions are calling that 
one must carefully study his Baedeker and then go 
wherever inclination leads and time allows. 

Now from Chamonix we are going south to the 
Biviera by what will be at first a very roundabout 
and unusual way, but a way that will show you far 
more of beauty than those usually followed, for there 
are all sorts of ways to get down to the sea. Getting 
an early start at Chamonix an electric railway takes 
ua by magnificent views of glaciers and of snow- 
covered peaks, twelve miles to the little mountain 
town of Le Fayet. From here is a twenty-mile drive 
across the passes that lead through the very heart of 
the French Alps to TJginea where you go on by rail- 
way five miles to Albertville. Prom here to Grenoble 
is a railway journey of about two hours. But at 
Albertville yon are within reach of many interestii^ 
old towns, left high among the monntains to preserve 
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in thig reiDOte bit of the world all the ebann of a life 
and eDTironmoit that is so unlike our own. 

Grenoble lies in a TaUe? as beautiful as France 
can show, for all about stand great moontains earry- 
ing their snowy snmmits two miles above the plain 
througb which two rivers nm between grany, tree- 
set banhs. 

Prom this city of the plain there is a wonderfol 
railway jonmey of about ei^t boors, through splen- 
did mountain landscape and by strange and ancient 
towns to Brian^n, a picturesque, walled vQlage, 
where a very good hotel will care for yon over night, 
and whoice on the morrow you will drive to OnLz jnst 
over the Italian border and on the main line of the 
Ut. Cenia route into Italy, from where in two hours 
yon will be in Turin. 

If you haven't time for this journey around by 
Grenoble, yon can take the train at the junction half 
an hour from AlbertviUe, and your jonmey from 
there to Turin will be only two hours longer than 
from Oulx to Turin. But remember that when yon 
are traveling to see thinga the longest way round is 
the beat way there. 

The Riviera. — From Turin to Genoa is a hundred 
miles, and at Genoa yon will surely wish to be|^ 
your trip along the Riviera, even though it is far 
to the east of the French frontier. The Riviera is 
the name applied to the two hundred miles of Italian 
and French coast stretchii^ westward from Genoa 
along tbe Mediterranean to St. Raphael. East of 
Genoa there is also a Riviera, and the tonrist who 
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knows only the fashionsble resorts will be surprised 
to beBT the term applied to anything east of San 
Bemo; but for the parposes of this book the word 
will be understood as indicated. Nature has made 
of this land the most beautiful, and man h&s made 
of it the most splendid two hundred miles on earth. 
It is a region of sunshine and flowers, of palms and 
pomegranates, of vines and of orchards. The strange, 
intense blue of the storied Mediterranean is an eyer- 
present foil of color to the cliffs and bays, and to 
the peopled headlands that in beautiful contour 
break die line of shore. To the north are the moun- 
tains, some far o£F where mists of lilae and of gray 
shade their hollows, and others that bring close to 
the sea their slopes of darkening evei^reen. Costly 
villas, with marble walls, white amid the magnolias, 
stand on terraces set with statues, where fountains 
flow amon^ the flowers. There are clean, bright 
cities, with broad streets fay the sea where bands are 
playing, and where t^e fashion of two continents 
makes parade. And there are other towns that come 
out from the past and pause at the edge of the cliffs 
to look out to sea, or twine their brown streets along 
some bit of bay. 

During the season, which is late winter and sprii^, 
back and forth along this gay land and in and out 
of the great hotels, move tens of thousands of fash- 
ionable people. Automobiles are everywhere, and at 
five o'clock of an afternoon the streets of Nice, of 
Cannes, of Mentone, of Monaco look like processions 
from Yo^e. Side b^ aide with this life of u^ 
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most brilliancy is another life, far more pictnresqne, 
far more alluring, the life of the unknown villages, 
of the fishers and the peasants, who move on just as 
for centuries they have moved, ambitious for the day's 
bread, happy in an extra franc, interested in the gos- 
sip of the fishii^ fleet and the market-place, taking 
life as it comes and death as it finds them, with no 
envy of the great folk, with no thought of them save 
as a mere incident of environment. 

To give you the detail of all this is, of coarse, 
impossible here, but Barir^-Gould's "Book of the 
Kiviera" will do that and do it welL There are 
three ways to see it, by train, by antomobile, and to 
drive by carriage. If you go by train you see noth- 
ing but the towns and cities where you may stop ; if 
by automobile, you will probably see not even that 
much, for my obsoration of the automobile as used 
in Europe is that it is merely a method of making 
as rapidly as possible from one table d 'hSte and from 
one hotel to another, which, it is essential to happi- 
ness, most be wide apart. Moving forty miles an 
hour, enveloped in goggles, a cloud of dust, and the 
rushing wind of your own motion, is not the way 
to see the lUviera, though I have no doubt the dis- 
tance could be done in a day. But by all means hire 
a carriage at Genoa, and make your first stop at 
Pegli, six miles away, to visit the beautiful grounds 
of the Villa Pallavicini. An hour farther on yon 
will come to Arenzano, where you can lunch. Stay 
at Savoaa ovem^ht, and lunch the next day at Noli, 
gn^ of the most exquisite bits of picturesquenesB to 
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be found anywhere. Let the second n^;ht be spent 
at Albenga, where I had rather be than in Nice or 
Monte Carlo. It is a perfect picture from medieval 
times; there by the blae sea rise the gray city walls, 
and the cnrioos towers of defense that the nobles 
boilt above their homes to make them veritable for- 
tresses in the days gone by, mneh as on a larger scale 
you find them at San Gimignano. Your driver will 
insist on going on four miles further to Alasaio. But 
what do yon want to go there fort It has big 
botela, and a bathing beach and not a picture in its 
streets. 

The third night yon can reach San Bemo, where 
yon can wander through as fascinating a labyrinth 
of old streets and toppling houses as can be found 
in Europe, though yon can stay the while at a most 
comfortable modern hotel, and beside the attraction 
of the old town, find such charming walks and delight- 
ful excursions that you will do well to send your 
carriage back to Genoa and remain here for a day 
or two. When you leave, yon can reach Mentone in 
a day. 

Here the nltra-fashionable Biviera begins, and in- 
cludes Monaco, Monte Carlo, Nice and Cannes in 
quick succession. These are very different from the 
places I have shown you, and you can find yonr way 
about them without my help. They are all beautiful, 
and with many excursions waiting from each, so sev- 
eral days at least must be devoted to each city, or it 
really is not worth while to go to them at all. And 
particularly bear in mind that much of tiie way be- 
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tween lies over the fomooB Comiclie roads, thought 
to be the most beaatifal in fhuope, so do not be 
b^Toil^ into sbandoning yonr carriage. 

The Bkone FaOey.— IThen leaying the Biviera at 
Nice or, if Ton poah still farther along, at St. 
Baphael, yon shonld make tar Avignon, seven honig 
from Nic^ fw Avignon makes one of the most strik- 
ing pictures in France. Now unless yon come back 
along this Bbdne Valley, of which it is the jewel, 
Avignon is all yon will see of its beaaties; but if 
yon do, then it will wait yonr return, and so ean 
Nimea; while yon pmh straight on from MarseiUes 
to Carcassonne, instesd of turning up the Blume on 
the way thither as we ar« doii%. 

It is a pity that so much of this valley must be 
missed 1^ the tourist who, following literaUy the itin- 
eraiy of this hook, will not return but will go on 
into Spain and Portugal, for the Bhone from Avig- 
non north to Lyois is famed for beauty, one en- 
thnsiastie writer saying of this part of the river, 
"it is one of the finest sails in Eur(^>e, snrpaanng 
that of the Danube or tbe Bhine." 

Borne was very busy along the river's level shores 
and in the maze of flats and shallows that mark the 
coast from MarseiUes to Cette, a hundred miles and 
man, but at Avignon it is not Bome hot medievalism 
that makes the impressive and paintahle pictore we 
see to-day. Oat from the dtate reach the kmg arches 
of a ruined bridge with a crombling tower in the 
center, and over the crowding house-tops rises a lofty 
rock and on this the irregular walls of the grea^ 
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palace of the Popes, who in the thirteen hundreds 
made of Avignon the See City of the world. 

To Nimes is a matter of thirty miles, and regarding 
Nimes I have a friend who is undecided whether the 
wonderfully preserved works of Borne, or the fact 
that they give yon strawberries in Almost is the more 
important. Not only is here a vast amphitheater, all 
but perfect in its preservation, hut a finer temple 
than Rome itself can show, and Boman baths and 
Roman gardens sii^ularly impressive in the midst 
of the otherwise dull monotony of this French pro- 
vincial town. But even so, the most convincing rea- 
son why yoQ should visit Nimes is because an easy 
excursion for a day can be made from here to Aigues- 
Mortes. In the midst of a level waste of marsh and 
river, canal and lagoon, there rises, grim and silent, 
the embattled walls of a vast fortification. Six hun- 
dred years this mighty thing has loomed above the 
plain and the pools of sluggish water that gather at 
its base. A third of a mile long, its towers and gates 
are perfectly intact, forming a picture of medieval- 
ism, not so appealing as Carcassonne, but more un- 
canny in its curiously lonely situation, as of 
something vast and strange and dead cast upon the 
shore of the present from the submerging past. 

The Region of the Pyrenees. — From Nimes a jour- 
ney of half a day along a fair, wide valley, with the 
Pyreoeea beginning to show upon the left, brings 
yon to Carcassonne. Now I do not believe anyone 
can write twice of this medieval marvel. I know 
that I cannot, and I can only repeat what I h^v^ 
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elsewhere said tbat it is the one flawless vision of the 
Middle Ages I have ever foond. Let me also repeat 
a word of caation — do not st&j at a hotel in the 
lower town, but go to a quiet little inn in the cit^ 
itself. 

Throi^hont all this region of southern France are 
many "picture towns," viil^es like some medieval 
print, perched high on rock; heights, overshadowed 
by castle keep or cathedral tower, surrounded by an- 
cient walls, entered by ancient gates, and with narrow 
streets darkened by walls of houses centuries old. 
There are at least two of these antique gems, Cahors 
and Cordes, that can easily be reached by excursions 
from Toulouse,' which is an hour and a half from 
Carcassonne on the direct route we are following to 
the Pyrenees and Spain. And up in the mountains, 
and all of them readily accessible by spurs from the 
main line of railroad are many romantic valleys and 
delightful villages, as well as snowy peaks for tite am- 
bitiouB moontain climber. But as the policy of this 
book is to select only the one or two things of a 
kind that are best, bo we will content ourselves with 
Carcassonne, and as for the mountains take but the 
one excursion which is of greater variety in interest 
and charm than any other. 

Leaving Carcassonne in the morning you change 
at Toulouse, and again in three hours at Lourdes, the 
most famous pilgrimage shrine in the world, where 
waits a little train that heads for the mountains and 
with an exhausted and panting locomotive gives up 
th? climb St pierrefitte- Bere an electric tnua 
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takes on the passengers, and crawling arotmd the 
dizzy verge of tremendous chasms leavea jou finally 
at Lnz, vith its toppling castle and curious fortified 
chnrch, or at St. Sauveor as joa prefer. If you are 
wise you volt choose the latter, where the quiet of 
the restful little village is broken only by the torrent 
deep in the green ravine, to the sides of which olin^ 
the white town. From here you drive for a dozen 
miles or bo up exquisite green valleys where the hay- 
makers work in the fields, and where there is the 
constant mosic of waterfalls plunging from far 
places, until you reach a point where the naked rocks 
begin. From here on you must walk, or ride a mule 
led by a girl, for ten miles farther, far into the re- 
mote gray silence of the mountains where in magnifi* 
cent grandeur lies the Cirque de Gavamie, a colossal 
amphitheater among the snows and ice, unique in 
Europe as is the Grand Canon in America. Acces- 
sible only at the entrance the perpendicular walls of 
rock that form this vast horseshoe rise in three great 
steps to a total height of more than nine thousand 
feet. At the base the Cirque is three miles wide, 
while at the top it is nine miles across. At the farther 
«id a waterfall a quarter of a mile high daahes down 
npoD a glacier's everlasting ice. 

After trying to make a luncheon of Chamonix pie 
at the little hotel at the entrance I looked through the 
guest book, but saw no names of Americans, who have 
y«t to learn that the Pyrenees are almost as easily 
reached by direct route from Paris as are the Alps, 
wnd are possessed of interest that J9 at least equal. 
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On my way back to St. SatiTeur as I turned for a last 
look, a mass of fog had filled the upper portion of 
the Cirque and rested like a hoge level lid some five 
hundred feet above the ground, creating the most ex- 
traordinary effect I ever witnessed. 

Back to Loordes, and thence to Daz, where in the 
evening yon take the Sud Express, a very famous 
train, by the way, and sleep in a very comfortable 
stateroom until, when the morning dawns, yon are in 
Spain. 
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GEBMAKT is a big eonntry. Moreover it is tiie 
most interesting country in Europe save Italy. 
Towns can be found there that are, as Henry James 
would call them, "medieval silhouettes"; and there 
also are the most ultra-modern cities in the world, 
cities that are more representative of the best of the 
Twentieth Century's thought on monicipal life and 
municipal problems than is any American munici- 
pality. It is an Empire of peoples as diverse as are 
the territories they occupy. The brusque and dom- 
ineering Prussian, living in the vast plain of north- 
em Germany; the ancient Saxons, still clingii^ to 
strange old soperstitions and still living in the beau- 
tiful environment of their exquisite old-time towns 
and the atmosphere of legend and romance that lin- 
gers yet around the r^on of the Harz; the gay 
Wurtembui^rs with their brilliant capital of Stutt- 
gart; and best of all, beautiful, enchanting Bavaria, 
land of medieval cities, of mountains, of castles and 
of lakes, and of the kindly, fine-faced men and 
women who live there. 

The route that I am going to indicate is a long 
one, with many zigzags, and an excursion through 
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Knthern Bavaria from Manich that makes a loop 
throi^h some of the moat beantifnl scenery and in- 
teresting cities in Enrope. The ronte propraed also 
overlaps into Anstria throngh the cities of Pragne 
and Vienna, because theee can be most easily visited 
on the way down &om Berlin to Iftinich. By ezam- 
ining the map yon will see that I am far from fol- 
lowing s straight line for the obvioos reason that 
yoD can't see Germany on a straight line; bat the 
plan of toor, though devions, is not a difScnlt one to 
follow, and I think will show yoa more, with less 
traveling, than can be fonnd in any other way. And 
while there will still be much of interest that yon will 
not have seen, the things best worth-while will not 
have escaped yon. 

By reference to the chapter on France you will 
recall that we were to leave Frsnce &om Paris, com- 
ing back to its aoDthem portions after ezplorii^ the 
conntries to the east. Leaving Paris on a throv^h 
corridor express abont eight in the morning, we cover 
the three hondred miles to Colc^ne in a little more 
than eight hours. 

Cologne is the gateway to the Rhine country, a 
country that cannot at all be appreciated by a 
steamer ride to Mayence, bat which calls for ex.- 
ploration, not only of some of the towns and castles 
on its banks, but of the valleys that so entieingly 
op^i out from it. There is much to see in Colt^ne, 
but if burned you can content yoursdf with the 
cathedral and the church of St. Ursula. Externally 
the Cathedral is the most impressive in the world; 
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and -within it is solemn, majestic and beaatifnl, lack- 
ii^ somewhat, however, of the overwhdming splen- 
dor of Milan. No great emotion can be shared, and 
Cologne Cathedral, both -within and without, is a 
great emotion. Come to it alone at the honr of after* 
noon service, and as the deepest tones of the oilcan 
tremble around yon and the day dims to twili^t 
through the rich-hned windows, and the sbadowa 
make mj^eries of color and shade among the great 
eolomns, then wiU yon be raised to a spiritual exal- 
tation you have never known before. 

St Ursula's is one of the strai^^t churches in 
Europe, and the tradition of the Saint is a strange 
Btoty, and though utterly incredible at first, as you 
listen to the intelligent and convincing argument of 
the Biogolarly attractive old gentlouan who in 1909 
was sacristan of the church (and I hope he is yet) 
yon begin to perceive that there is at least some his- 
torical basis for the romantic legend that has snr- 
vived the past. 

Once upon a time there lived in Brittany a king 
who had a daughter of such far-famed loveliness 
that a certain king of Cornwall sent ambassadors for 
her hand. Now she was only fifteen years of age 
but of piety equal to her beauty, and she agreed to 
accept the hand of the British king if he would send 
her eleven thousand virgins who should accompai^ 
her on a pilgrimage to Home, and postpone the mar- 
riage three years to enable the pilgrimage to be 
accomplished. AH this was agreed to. The maidens 
joined Ursula at her home in Brittany, and proceed- 
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iDg to BonM were bleaaed by the Pope. Then setting 
out npon their return they jonmeyed in safety ontU 
th^ reached Cologne, where they wer« aet opon "by 
the Hnns, penned within a vast circle and ddib- 
erately shot to death with arrows. Bniied where 
they fell, there the bones remained for centnries for- 
gotten, nntil, in a vision, thdr location was pointed 
out by an angel to the then Bishop of Cologne who 
found them as had been revealed, and building on 
the aite this church, placed these bones in casea 
around the walls. And there they are to this day; 
fh^ are the bones of women; and the skulls have 
been pierced by arrows as will be shown you by the 
sacristan, and you will leave the cbnrch with & good 
deal to think about. 

If yon want to see the best example of the way in 
which Qermany combines beauty and utility in the 
handling of the problems of trade and commerce, go 
to Dnsseldorf, twenty-five miles away, and to the 
pnblic bureau of information where you will be given 
the necessary detail to enable you to understand the 
things that you will see. Dusseldorf is a demonstra- 
tion of the fact that we Americans must go to school 
to Qermany if we would learn bow best to make a 
city where not only can a living be earned, but where 
the living is worth the earning. 

From Colt^e to Mayence, which constitutes the 
tourist's Bhine, is one hundred and seventeen miles, 
and the trip can be made in a day on steamers that 
are very comfortable. The narrow stream, seldom 
more than a quarter of a mile in width, and more 
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freqaently much less, is crowded with boats of every 
deseriptioa; on the banks are large cities of modem 
look, and villages that still preserve in wall and 
tower the appearance of a distant past; terraced 
vineyards lead from the water's edge up steep hill- 
sides to mined castles on the summit ; in places where 
the hills give back broad fields edge the stream, and 
over all is an atmosphere of legend and of wild and 
thrilling historic fact that makes of the Rhine conn- 
try one of the great objective points in every Euro- 
pean tour, Guerver 's ' ' Legends of the Rhine ' ' 
should bo read by the traveler who would get the 
spirit of what he sees; and some knowledge o£ the 
history of the varied peoples now united in imperial 
Germany, and of their varying stages of civilization, 
is also essential to a full enjoyment of the land. 

The valley of the Ahr is one of the first into which 
it is well to enter a little ways. Leaving the boat 
at Remagen eight miles by train brings you to 
Ahrweiler which I want you to see just because it is 
a beautiful picture of a German feudal city with its 
walls and gates. More charming scenery, however, 
is found in the valley of the Moselle, which, all things 
considered, is the side trip to take if time limits you 
to but one. Leaving the steamer at Coblenz you will 
find a smaller boat navigating the Moselle, taking 
two days in the trip to Trier, the end of navigation, 
and requiring three days to the journey if you would 
Bee, as I earnestly hope you will, the castle of Eltz, 
the gem of all German castles. DiSeriog as it does 
from those of England in style and architecture, it 
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is a nniqae maBterpiece of that early medieval oooi' 
bination of palaee and fortress within which men 
lived and from which thc^ fon^t. Early Oermaiiy 
was largely a political chaos where every barctn made 
bis own war or peace with his neighbor, and ont of 
this condition rose these great castles which so 
thickly strew this country of the Bhine. 

The Moselle now flows very qoietly between its 
wooded banks, and it seems as if when yon left the 
Bhine behind yon left behind the Twentieth Century 
as well, and now were sailing back into the past, ao 
foreign look the old walled towns with their steeply 
gabled red roota above the gray ramparts, and the 
castles on the hills, not all in mins, bnt many still 
occupied by the descendants of those fierce men who 
centuries ago built these strongholds of the crags. I 
know no journey where the years of old so take 
possession of one as this sail npon the Moselle; and 
when, twenty miles from Coblenz we come to Mosel- 
kern where we are to leave the boat, we are quite as 
apt to look around for onr armor as for our soit 
case. From Moselkem we drive the five miles to 
where, rising from the forest is this "fairy tale in 
stone," as Schlosa Eltz has well been called Ad- 
mission is difficult, bnt thouf^ often possible is not 
vital to the success of the trip, for just to gaze at 
this embodiment of medieval life in all its emphatic 
pictnresqueness is more than compensation for the 
ride throT^h the woods. 

If you have time yon can do no better than drive 
OS the ten miles to Cochem, a mnch better place to 
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paBB the nig^t iban Moselkern, and most beantifull? 
sitnated on the river bank with a fine old castle lord- 
ing over it from the hill above. 

The next afternoon yon resume yonr joomey by 
towns that are pictures still of a time so long ago that 
America never knew it, and pass the night at Trar- 
baeh. If you should happen to arrive, however, in 
time to get a train to Bemcastle, where the wine 
comes from, and only half an hour farther, I would 
suggest that you go on, for Bemcastle is a most ca- 
nons old place where it is a joy to prowl around. 
Taking the boat the next moming you reach Trier 
for dinner. Trier is a Koman town in Germany, seat 
of more than one Roman Emperor; with a Boman 
building now used as a Christian church, with ruined 
amphitheater and imperial baths, and a gate that 
gives a most impressive idea of what Trier was like 
when Rome was there. 

Returning to Coblens by rail in two hours, yon can 
spend the afternoon at the royal castle of Stolzenf els, 
romantic both within and without, as well as in sit- 
uation and appearance. 

On the morrow the Rhine steamer takes yon to 
Mayence. Now Mayence is generally looked upon as 
maely a place to wait for a train in the morning, bat 
I found it a most interesting city with many queer 
old buildings that repaid a longer stay. 

You can leave Mayence at one-thirty in the after* 
noon and reach Rothenbui^ on the Tauber by eight- 
thirty that evening by way of Wnrtzhnrgj such at 
least coold be done in 1911. And Rothenbm^ ia 
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like no otber town on earth. It too, like Carcas- 
sonne, is an utterly nnspoiled presentment of tbe 
Middle Ages; like Carcassonne, too, it lies almost 
wholly within its ancient walls, and is to he entered 
only, as of old, through its wonderful gates. Bnt 
here the resemblance ceases; Carcassonne is grim, 
majestic, defying; Rothenburg is fairy-like, beauti- 
ful, and alluring. Of the French city yon are half 
afraid; with the Bavarian town you are wholly in 
love. But this is true of everything in Bavaria, 
from the people and the land to the towns and the 
castles. Everything in Bavaria allures and charms, 
and Rothenburg most of alL Look at tbe red-roofed 
walls and their slender turreted towers that compose 
among the trees, and across the green fields, and 
through vistas of streets into such pictures that you 
long — Oh, how you long ! — to be an artist and paint 
them. Look at the gates up to which the walls angle 
in such attractive lines. Look at the inner line of 
gates, that bar the streets with strange gables and 
steeply slanting roofs. Look at the town-house of 
such fascinating and unheard-of architecture. Look 
at the riot of flowers, and such dowers! in the gar- 
dens, in the windows, over the doors, everywhere. 
And see the streets, clean and sweet; and the 
churches, grave and old; and the far sweep of the 
peaceful landscape; and the people who bow and 
smile at you because yon are & stranger and they 
would make yon feel at home. Thia is Rothenburg, 
and whatever yon do don't hurry away, and don't 
fail to find the "Architect's house" on the ri^t 
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hand side of tbe street as 70a go from the Hotel 
Hirsch tOTrard the market place, where your after- 
noon tea Trill be aerved on an old miUstoae in the 
vine-draped conrtyard, that has been undisturbed 
for centuries. And if you are going to stay only a 
day in Bothenburg, I wish yon wouldn't go at all. 

After Botbenbui^ we are going to leave Bavaria 
for a time while we turn north into the region of 
the Harz, where the fairies live. The branch line 
tram Botbenbui^ takes you bach to Wurtzburg in 
time to connect with a train that gets you to Erfurt 
for dinner and a glimpse of the astonishing cathe- 
dral and the minster that back upon the market 
place. The rear of the cathedral is upheld by a 
series of great arches that spring many feet above 
the pavement of the square, for the front is built 
upon a hill. At the right is a vast flight of steps, 
a hundred feet or more in width, and separated from 
the cathedral by these great stairs is the three-spired 
Protestant church, the whole forming a most ex- 
teaordinajy and picturesque background to the 
market. In a certain well known hook on the Rhine 
land appears a photograph of these singular build- 
ings entitled "Cathedral of St. George, Limbni^," 
and great was my disappointment on going to Lim- 
bnrg expressly to see this picture to find absolutely 
nothing of the kind had ever existed there. It took 
a deal of study the following winter to get on the 
right track, and my pleasure was great on my next 
summer 'a trip at finding correct my surmise that 
the buildings were really at Erfurt. From Erfurt 
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to Nordbatuen ia fif^ mileB, and there you change to 
the railroad that takes yoa into the Harz. 

Thirty^even miles on thia route is W^nigerode 
-where yon are really in the moontains, and where 
you can hire a carriage for the excondon to the 
Broeken, that famooa peak where the witches dance, 
and the Devil often holds his court. From here to 
Earzborg, the fashionable center of the mountains, 
is fifteen miles by rail; and from there a three hours' 
drive among the hills brings you to Goslar, that 
allitring city that Vernon Lee terms a "dear little 
old town oat of a fairy story." 

This is a very direct loate tbrongh the Harz, and 
there is mnch left behind on either side which yon 
should see were yoa devoting weeks instead of days 
to the mountains; but frankly, they are not worth 
much more time than I have sui^ested spendii^ 
there. 

The ronnded summita are set with pine, and down 
stony beds rush foamii^ brooks, or leap in shredded 
mist from rocky ledges. White roads take their way 
through the forest and along the streets of toy-like 
villages where people seem but to play at life. 
Many a tourist will you meet with knapsack over 
shoulder, who whistles to the sun and the momii^, 
and many other figures of bent old women coming 
np from the depth of the woods with bundles of 
sticks on their backs, fuel for the tiny fires that cook 
their simple suppera The Harz ia the land of Once 
Upon a Time. Ken grows, if only you can find it, 
the blue flower of fortune, and the peasants tell (for 
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they are all of tKe world of yesterday) how just OTer 
the nunmtain there, a man gathering pine cones in 
the dark wood found it blossoming in his path, and 
picking it, the moontain opened and there in a 
golden cave sat a fair ^1 tossing pearls and rabies 
at bis feet. "Foi^t not the best," she cried as he 
filled bis pockets, but forgetting love for wealth he 
tamed away when he eoald take no more, and with 
a craah of mai^ thunders the mountain closed be- 
hind him, and the jewels were bat as rubbish in his 

But the blue flower yet grows in the scented dusk 
of the forest paths — who knows but you may come 
upon it. And in the lonely huts fairies still come 
to play with the children when the lights go out and 
the old follis sleep. Why, it was just in the next 
village that one winter night a little lad played by 
the dying fire with a fairy lass who screamed with 
pain when a spark from the log burned her foot. 
Then a great white face looked down the chimney, 
and a great voice said: "Who hurt my childt" 
"My own self," said the fairy girl, and she and the 
great white face vanished together. But if the fairy 
child had put the blame on the boyt "Hush, it 
sometimes happens, and — " 

Such is the lore of the Har^ and of the somehow 
vagne people that live in the shadows of the black 
woods and that sometimes come out along the white 
roads to look in at the very different life that comes 
in automobiles to Harzbni^ when the heat is on the 
lowlands. Here in the great hotels gather the fash- 
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ionable folk from Hamburg, and Bremen and Berlin 
and all the north eonntiy cities, and they dress 
bravely for dinner and tramp long walks by day, 
and are as other folk of their kind from New York 
clear to the east and on to the west again; for, the 
round world over, people of a certain class are man- 
nered much alike. 

But Goslar ! It is all so a part of Uiis fairy land. 
It is all 80 old, 80 different. As you sit at luncheon 
under tba wide arched arcade of the Kaiserworth, 
with the old wooden figures above you, pnt there 
only seven years after Columbus found your Amer- 
ica, and watch the knickerbockered tourists in their 
long capes and perky, feathered little caps, come and 
go in the market place; and then as you wander 
throi^h the twisted streets of strange and carven 
houses, or gaze at the painted hall of the Emperor's 
palace built six hundred years ago (for Qoslar was 
once imperial), why then will you realize that you 
have come upon another day than yoora. And only 
when yon realize this is travel worth the trouble. 

But you will realize it even more vividly once you 
come to Hildesheim, only an bonr away. A city 
from a far-off time, all strangely made, and that 
glows with color, for these ancient Hildesheimers 
built their gabled houses of most fantastic shape, and 
then they carved them with a thousand odd, fantas- 
tic forms of beasts and birds and faces that peer out 
at you; then they painted and they gilded all these 
qneerly made des^ns, and they set them along 
streets that dodge this way and that, ever takit^ 
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yon to new beauties. Now of the houses these an- 
cients built serea bnodred yet remftin, and because 
of this I iroald rather miss ai^ pkice in Qermany 
than Hildesbeim; yea, even Bothenbiu^. That is, 
I think 80, now that I am writing of Hildesheim. 

Only a little way fo>m Hildesheim is Bmnswick. 
Now Bmnswick has two bits of streets, the Hagen- 
bmcke, and the Meinhardsbof, that are finer than 
any one thing in Hildesheim, for the faonses bai^ 
over so impossibly, and are gabled and latticed in 
Boch extraordinary fashion that yon know the minute 
yon look at them that they were bnilt by the fairies. 
For yon are still in the r^on of the bannted Harz, 
you most remember, where all aorts of things 
happen; bnt aside from these wonderful streets, 
HUdesheim is the more fascinatii^. Right in this 
connection I want to urge you to read Schanffler's 
"Bomantic Germany" before going to these en- 
chanted cities, in fact before going to Germany at 
all, for it interprets to yon the land, and points the 
way to its beanties as does no other book I have ever 
read. 

In four hours by a tagt train you are in Berlin, 
and Berlin is the most modem city in the world, 
more modem than Chicago. I don't like it It may 
be beautiful in a big, garish way, bnt it certainly is 
not picturesque, and it is one of those towns of which 
Baedeker writes more effectively than does any other 
anthor. Bead your Baedeker and yon have it all. 

From Berlin to Leipsic is a hundred miles, and 
Leipsic is a different story. There is a singular charm 
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in its beaatifal streeta, strange to find in so great a 
city. In its heart is a wooded park, that somdiov 
18 not like other parks, and dominating it is the great 
roond tower of the CUty Hall« a hage building which 
we love in spite of our conscioosness that we ought 
not. The Middle Ages have not yet deserted Leip- 
tas, and in many qoiet spots yon can be lost both as 
to place and to time. I always like to wander around 
a ci^ alone at first with no definite aim in view ex- 
cept just to get acqoainted, and after that seek the 
places I ought to see. And here it is very pleasant 
to loiter by the windows of the shops with their 
beantifnl displays of jewelry, of silver, of marbles 
and of furs, such furs I for here is the center of the 
for trade of Enrope. The pnblic hoildings are all 
intaresting and imposing; there are broad streets, 
and fountains and statues everywhere, and a certain 
sense of spaciousness and luxury about it all that 
makes the city very beautiful; and all the while 
medievalism is just around the comer. You had bet- 
ter take a guide and find it. And because he will 
diow yoQ, and because your guidebook will ena- 
merate, the many things of rare beauty and interest 
that await the visitor I will not dwell upon them 
here. But of all the big cities of Germany I like 
Leipsic best. 

Yet of coarse there is Dresden, only two hours far- 
ther on, and there are many who call Dresden the 
beautiful city of Europe ; yet for me it has not just 
the charm of Leipsic. To be sure, the Elbe makes 
a picture of infinite fascination as it circles throng 
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the cil7, bnt tbe place has a rather aelf-eonficions, self- 
satisfied air, asd tabes its reputation for beauty very 
aerioualy in quite the manner of a spoiled belle. 
Among much else for you to visit Baedeker tells of 
a "Benaissanee Orangery." I didn't see it, and I 
don't know that I have a very clear idea of vhat 
a "Renaissance Orangery" is like, but I'm quite 
sure yon could have one in America, at BUtmore 
very likely, and I'm equally sore there's nothii^ of 
tite sort in Ldpaic. In my memory of Leipsic and of 
Dresden this orangery in some vague way I cannot 
well define, has come to mark the difference in tbe 
atmosphere of the two towns. 

From Dresden to Prague you can go in four hours 
and from Prague to Vienna in four hours more, but 
as these are cities of Austria they will be referred to 
in the chapter devoted to that country. If you are 
oonfiniz^ your journey to Germany alone, then yon 
will go direct to Begensburg which yon reach at four 
in the afternoon if yon leave Dresden a little before 
nine in the morning. 

Just as of old tbe dwellers in castles fought with 
their ne^hbors whenever passion or envy or avarice 
dictated, so did the dwellers in cities attack the man 
across the street whenever events made it worth while 
to do so. In England law was bom with history, 
and from tbe beginnings of things there was a cer* 
tain order that always guaranteed some semblance of . 
protection to life and property; bnt on the Conti- 
nent mi^t waa tiie only recognized right for cen- 
turies. Thus eveiy man 'a house had b) he his castle, 
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that is of the man great enough to be feared or rich 
enough to be envied, and so in the cities themselvea 
the homes of sodi men were made places of defense 
by strong walls and lofty towers. At San Gimig- 
nano in Italy, and in a little town down on the Bivi- 
era, and here in this Bavarian city of Begensbui^ 
some of these strange towers still sorrive, risii^ 
above the sky-line in a fashion very foreign to our 
modem times. Other bits of antiqoity still persist 
in this old town, some city gates, the steeply roofed 
City Hall, and the stately spired cathedral began in 
the twelve hundreds. Here in this great chnrch, 
where the music is as fine as anywhere in Europe I 
went to service. Windows of stained glass softened 
and beantified the light that fell on thousands of wor- 
shipers reverently standing in the long aisles, for seats 
are few in this fair cathedraL I could not understand 
the Latin service, nor could they, but the music and 
the shadows and the candles like stars on the far 
altar, and most of all the rapt worship of those still 
men and women were an inspiration that is some- 
times lacking in our American churches. There 
seems no need of sensational appeal or lantern slides 
to bring these Bavarian people to the house of thdr 
God. 

Up the Danube, seven miles from Begensbui^, 
there is a wonder. On a bluff from which for miles 
and miles you took across the great Bavarian plain 
until the eye can no longer distinguish between the 
blue distance and the blue sky, stands a white mar- 
ble temple, the Walhalla, or German Temple of Fame. 
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Without, it is a rentinisceace of Greece; within it is 
still, white and splendid. Here is shrined the mem- 
ory of the men who made great thoae different king- 
doms that are now the German Empire; who made 
it great, and who made it beaatifnl. Warriors, 
Btatesmett, poets, artists, all appear; and where no 
likeness of the man has been left by Time, then his 
name appears, and where Time has also wiped oat 
that, then is written a reference to his deeds, so that 
perhaps tbo most impressive monnment of all is a sim- 
ple tablet thm inscribed — "To the Unknown, the 
Architect of Cologne Cathedral." 

Three hours firom Begensburg (by the way, the 
Germans have a horrible habit of calling it Ratisbon) 
yon come to Nuremberg. The suburbs are tremen- 
dously disappointing. They speak of trade, and the 
immense prosperity of modem Germany, and they 
are grimy and busy and repellent. The station and 
the street to the hotel are woefolly modem and con- 
ventional; but dinner makes one feel better, partly 
because it is dinner, and partly because of the quaint 
Bavarian custom that leads the proprietor to pass 
among his guests bowii^ and speakii^ to everyone, 
a custom that makes you feel that in spite of modem 
shops and electric lights you have reached a far land 
and a pleasant one. Then in the lu^ering twilight 
go out and cross a marvelous brii^ and lo, you are 
in fairyland. Narrow streets run np and down, and 
houses like inverted steps lean over you ; exquisite iron 
grUls in delicate, lace-like pattern close the lower 
windows, and odd signs and lanterns of iron wrought 
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into rare beauty hang here and there over nuuBSiTe 
doora heavily carved. And yoa irander on back into 
the Middle Agse, for thither lead all the inner w^s 
of Nuremberg. 

TTpon the hill is the ancient caatle. From withoat 
it fails to look the part, bat within it is all a castle 
ooght to be, and take it all in all it is doabtfol if any- 
where exists to-day a stronghold that can give to the 
man from the Twentieth Century a more vivid and 
perfect idea of the Middle Ages and their life. Old- 
est of all the great pile is the five-cornered tower from 
the Ninth Centtuy, and gathered here are all those 
instniments of horrible torture with which medieval 
man worked his will upon his captives. As yoa 
mount the dim stairway, oppressed with the growii^ 
horrors of the spot you suddenly confront a low- 
doored cell, where on a low bed sits a ghastly figure, 
a waxen image of a famous robber baron, dressed, so 
they tell you, in the very clothes he wore when he oc- 
cupied this selfsfmie cell five centuries ago. On the 
day appointed for bim to die he was led forth into 
the courtyard, at the side of which his horse stood 
tethered. With a neigh of recognition the steed 
broke away to his master's side. For the baron to 
leap upon his back was an inspiration of the moment. 
Masfflve walls closed every side bat one — ^that w^ was 
only the low parapet, and beyond lay the open road — 
but two hundred feet below. But they took the leap, 
and in safety, by the Devil's help, and to-day your 
guide shows you, deeply impressed in the solid stone, 
two marks that look like the hoof-prints of the 
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Bpnrred horse, which indeed he aasores 7011 that they 
are. 

Nuremberg is true to its duty aa cofitodian of its 
precious I^acy of the past. All the beautiful and 
ancient things are now most sacredly preserved, while 
an ordinance of the mnnicipality enacted some few 
years since requires that when any building is de- 
Btroyed or removed to mabe way for a newer and 
more convenient one, the new stmctnre must exter- 
nally reproduce the old, thus preserving for all time 
what is left of the city's strange and medieval aspect. 

Noremberg is one of the few cities where a good 
guide is absolutely imperative if you would find and 
understand the wealth of beauty and of art that is 
gathered there. And it is idle to go at all if yon 
mean to spend but a night, for the most rushing of 
tourists cannot possibly make his visit worth while 
ID leffi than two days, and then only with a thoronghly 
competent guide. 

In three hours from Nuremberg you come to Mu- 
nich, a city of which I cannot write, for to me it is 
but a bore and a tribulation. There are straight av- 
enues, and multitudes of cross streets at prim right 
angles, all lined by three-story brown stone fronts, 
80 it is impossible to tell whether you are uptown in 
New York or in Munich. To be fair about it I sup- 
pose I ought to say I have met people who profess 
to love the town, its trim promenades, its "American 
quarter, " and its nice shops. All that makes Munich 
of importance to me is because it is the starting point 
for the ^corsion through southern Bavaria, a eoun- 
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tiy with Hach charm of wide and peaceful fields, 
set with red-roofed villages and dotted with trees; a 
land of sneh marveloos lakes, of sach wild mountains 
and romantic castles, of snch qoaint walled towns 
and splendid cities and delightful people, that to 
journey there is a perpetaal pleasure. 

Leaving Monich we can take one of the most inter- 
esting trips I know of, going west through Augsbui^, 
and Ulm, and Stuttgart to Strassburg; thence tum- 
ii^ southeast and coming back over the wonderful 
Schwarzwald railway through the heart of the Black 
Forest to Lake Constance, and thence back to Munidi 
along the beautiful moontains of sonthem Bavaria 
gemmed with lakes and crowned with castles. And 
when yon have made this round yon will have traveled 
less than 600 miles bat yon will have seen much the 
like of which cannot elsewhere be found. So come 
aloi^I 

It is less than an hour to Ai^^bnt^, a town that 
is not what it was when in the days of the Middle 
Ages it was a free city, an empire of itself, and when 
in the fourteen and fifteen hundreds the Fuggers be- 
came the richest family in Enrope and built here 
their palaces, and somethii^ else (^ which I wiU tell 
you presently. But because of its one-time greatness 
and power, and because of the wealth that centered 
here and beautified it, Augsburg to-day is vitally 
interesting. There is one broad street, ended by a 
medieval gateway, where the old, old buildings still 
stand in a solemn sort of way, and where to walk is 
like taking a stroll into the more formal life of the 
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Middle Ages, the sort of life to whidi the paaser-by 
took off his hat And there is another street, a stately 
street, where in the center, fountains of hronz^ 
elaborate and beantifnl, have tossed the water in the 
air for centuries. And there is a cathedral where 
you should go jufit to see the glory of the glass, and 
a church, St. Ulrich, where, if yon love wrought iroa 
as I do, yon will find the most heautifnl iron scre^i 
in the world, a thing I would rather see than the 
bronze doors at Florence or a thousand other things 
more famous. 

Yon may stay in one of the Fugger palaces if yon 
like, for it is now & hoteL The floors are of inlaid 
marbles, the rooms of enormons size, the staircases 
broad and stately. It is built round a great open 
court, like the old Palace Hotel in San Francisco, and 
almost lost in one comer are the dining tables. In 
the center a fountain sends a single jet far in the air, 
and in the basin swim fish of all sizes. You select 
one, the waiter lifts it out with a net, and presently 
it is served piping hot and well garnished. 

But the Fuggers did a more wonderful thing than 
build this palace, and to as a much more interesting 
thing becaofie it gives na a glimpse of the human 
nature of these rich men of long ago. One of the 
richest of the family, the veritable Andrew Carnegie 
of the Middle Ages, height, in the very early years 
of the fifteen hundreds, a tract of several acres in 
what is now the heart of Aogshui^. Then he ob- 
tained a charter from the Emperor, a charter that 
still holds faith, and then he walled around this acre- 
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age and bnilded gates b; which to enter, and lud 
it oat in Htreeta, with a little sqoare in the center, 
and bnilded a church, and even a schoolhonse for 
its veiy own, and more than fifty tiny atone houses. 
And then he made a will, and appointed tmsteea 
who, as one died, chose his saccessor, and be ordered 
that these trustees should let these little bonses to 
"deserving workmen of bis native city" for a dollar 
a year and an annual prayer for the "repose of the 
sonls of all dead Fuggers," and that all this should 
be done forever and forever. And even so is it unto 
this day, and flowers and children smile at the win- 
dows, and cleanliness and order and comfort are the 
lot of the fifty families now abiding there in the 
Fuggery, as it is called. 

An hour from Augsburg lies Ulm with its giant 
cathedral whose spire is the highest in the world, and 
where the organ is one of the sweetest, tllm is de- 
lightful. The old city walls still border the Dannbe, 
and along their ramparts you can walk while yon 
watch the curious roofs of the piled-ap city on the 
one band, and the swift flowing river on the other. 
In this old town the streets wind about most fas- 
cinatingly, and over the narrow pavements ancient 
houses bend graciously, some Gothic, and some rich 
in applied color like those of Italy. Now and then 
these twisting streets open tipon quiet, leafy squares 
where old women sit and kidt by the fountain that 
plays under the shade, and following on yon come 
at last upon the Rathans, bnilt four hnndred years 
ago, a picture extraordinary and bewilderii^, for 
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from oddly gabled roof down to the very ground it 
is a glowing mass of rich and beautifnl frescoes. 

Sixty miles away is Stnttgart, the clean, vivid look- 
ing capital of Wurtemburg, over which I can't en- 
those at aU, in apite of its very picturesque situation 
among the hills. It is a red geranium sort of a town, 
if you know what I mean by that — very bright, very 
spick-and-span, with goi^eous buildings, many typical 
of the new architecture of Germany, and a contented, 
irritatingly self-satisfied atmosphere. Above aU 
things, don't go to the Wilhelma, a foolish royal pal- 
ace in a very ordinary park, which is quite a waste 
of time. Of course there are mnsemns and galleries 
just as there are in New York and Boston, but I am 
writing for the man who wants Europe itself to be 
his gallery and musenm, and that sort of a man will 
drive about a bit, and stay all night at one of the 
pretentious but not overly good hotels, and push on 
to Strassburg in the morning. 

Leaving Stuttgart about t^ A.H. end changing 
cars at Carlsruhe at noon, you will be in Strassburg 
by way of Baden-Baden by two o'clock. If you take 
your luncheon on the train, and a carriage on your 
arrival, you will be ready to leave in the morning, 
for that drive will show you one of the most beautiful 
and unique churches in Europe. Notice the beantiful 
glass, and the strange window over the altar, and 
the wonderful effect of the dim interior. If possible 
Bee it alone, for the effect is almost as impressive 
as that of m^htier Cologne. When you come out, 
take a look at the old timbered boose on the comer, 



hyGoo^le 



120 FINDINO THE WORTH-WHILE IN EUROPE 

said by those 'who never saw the Butcher's Guild in 
the market at Hildesbeim to be the finest ia Germaiiy. 
There is an iuterestii^ old part of town down around 
the river where yoa most be snre to make your driver 
take you, and if you are lucky you will see at twilight 
the storks fiying back to their nests on the chimney 
tops. And again if yon are lucky you will note in 
the streets the peasants of Alsace-Lorraine, wiUi huge 
bows of black ribbon in their hair. 

At Strasabui^ you are on the edge of the Black 
Forest, a region more beautiful than the Harz, and 
equally filled with romance and folk-lore. Our ronta 
takes us through it on as direct a line as did that 
through the Harz, but it is a pity, as a weds or ten 
days could be sp^it here in delightful exploration. 
Not yet is the region modernized, and in many odd 
little towns you come upon people dressed- as the 
people have been dressed for centuries. 

A little at one side is Freibui^, like a picture city, 
with its wonderful old cathedral and its unsurpassed 
tower. And everywhere in the depths of the wooda 
or on the heights of the mountains are smaller towns 
and little villages, all possessed of individuality and 
a charm that make the traveler glad to come and sony 
to go. Around these places too, gather wild legends, 
and linger queer old customs and superstitions that 
fill all the region with a peculiar interest. For in- 
stance, did you ever hear of the time the Devil fell 
in love with the bar maid of Schiltaeht Well, once 
upon a time the Devil, who had a summer home in 
the forest, met, in his rounds of the tap-rooms, the 
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ehurming young girl who served the cnstomers at the 
little inn in the village of Schiltach and promptly 
viabed her for bis bride, and meetii^ refusal he 
proceeded to enlist the villagers in his behalf by mak- 
ing their lives a bnrden until they should persuade 
the maid at the tavern to consent to the match. The 
cows no longo: gave milk, the d(^ went mad, guests 
at the inn were rolled out of bed o' nights, the bells 
of the village were rung by unseen hands, and finally 
he set fire to the inn and posted in the market place 
a proclamation written in blood that he would bum 
the town as well if the fraulein wouldn't have htm. 
Then the town council took action, as was high time, 
and passed a resolution advising the marriage, and 
when the maid would not, they burned her alive. 
These occurrences being somewhat noteworthy, even 
for the Black Forest, they boilt a new Bathans in 
commemoration thereof and placed on the wall a 
tablet that told the tale. Now all' this happened in 
1533 and the Bathaus is there to this day, and if 
yon want to see it you change cars at Hausacb and 
you 11 be there in twenty minute. 

But assuming yon have not time for exploration, 
then take the train over the marvelous Scbwarzwald, 
or Black Forest railway, at Offenburg which is only 
a few miles from Strassbnrg and enjoy the ride, one 
of the most intoesting in Europe, that takes you 
for a hundred miles over the mountains and through 
the very heart of the forest, and by typical villages 
where you will surely want to stop, to Lake Con- 
Stance, 
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Lake Constance is magnificent, and stopping at 
Constance, at least for a day, go to the Insel Hotel, 
tme of the most lomantie places I know of, centmies 
old, and once a convent, standing in the midst of 
the gardens the friars loved, aa an island that looks 
forth upon the lake and the great mountains that rise 
beyond. Several days shonld be spent aronnd the 
lake if yon love old towns like Meersbni^, and me- 
dieval Ueberlingen. An ezcnnoon that I found alto- 
gether vorth while and that nobody ever takes, is to 
go by boat to Friedrichshafen and thence by raO to 
Bavensbm^, a cnrions village of towers and pinnacles 
and foil of the atmosphere of a bygone day. 

Leaving L^e Conatanoe we enter upon the Ba- 
varian H ighlands, a region that I believe to be the 
most besntifol and romantic in Enrope. I make this 
statement after doe deliberation, and after having 
crossed and recroased every country of the Continent 
except the far northern lands. I believe it to be tme, 
not only because of the unequaled beauty of the lakes 
and mountains, but becauae of the strange splendor 
of the mad king's castles, and the incredible appeal - 
of those ancient ruins that on innomerable crags rise 
above green valleys or over the red roofs of clustering 
villages. 

Fr<mi Lindan at the foot of Lake Constance yoa 
take the train that brings yon through mountain val- 
leys hy old cities of exceeding charm and past great 
monasteries and ancient pilgrimage churches clinging 
far ap the slopes to Bentte. |^m h^e a 4riTe of 
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eler^i miles takes yon to Hohenschwangaii, where the 
night Bhoold be spent in order that ample time may 
be had to explore the two castles that are, nnqaestion- 
ably, the moat romantically beaatiful in Europe, for 
they are Lud wig's who brought his kingdom to the 
vei^ of financial ruin in his reckless qaest for beanty. 
Now all these towns of the mountains are but cent^B 
of attraction, for within easy reach are castles and 
lakes and views of loveliness unparalleled in all this 
charming world, so I want you to understand most 
thorouf^ily that I am merely suggesting a way to 
these beauties, and I most earnestly urge that at 
each stopping point you consult your Baedeker as to 
the excursions you should make. From Reutte an 
easy drive brings you to beautiful Partenkercheo and 
when you leave Partenkerchen or Garmish (for they 
are but twin villages) a drive of eleven miles brings 
you to Miltenwald, among the most fasciuating of 
Bavarian villages. 

Twenty miles from Miltenwald the diligence, or 
preferably your carriage, takes you to Kochel, at the 
head of Lake Walchensee, and from here the railway 
Tuns to Lake Wurmsee. By the way, as "see" means 
lake, "Lake" 'Wurinsee is superfluous. I would stay 
at Stamburg, exploring Scbloss Berg (and Schloss 
means castle) and the beautiful shores of this beanti- 
fnl lake. From Stamburg back to Munich is bat 
■eventeen miles. 

'When you leave Munich you are bound for Salz- 
borg in Austria, though you are to pause on th^ 
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way for glimpses of one more very wonderful thing 
and one more very beantiful thing that are still in 
Bavaria. 

From Munich to Prien is fifty-six miles, and there 
yon change to a queer little steam tram that in ten 
minutes leaves you at Stocl^ on the shores of the 
Chiemsee, the least lovely of Bavarian vratere but 
which holds on an island in its center one of the 
most luxurious palaces in the world, another of Lud- 
wig's extravagances, where the decorations of one 
room alone cost nearly a million of dollars. 

Resuming the journey to Salzbui^, in twenty miles 
yon change at Traunstein and in half an hour more 
are at Beichenball. Here you change again, and al- 
though this sounds tiresome yon will really not find 
it so, and after a ride of twelve miles through scenery 
of great beauty are at Berchtesgaden whence an elec- 
tric line takes you to the Konigssee, the weirdest, 
strangest lake in Europe. But in the meantime 
don't hurry from this little village of Berchtesgaden, 
for nowhere have I been so bewitched by the sheer 
beauty of a place. Great snow monntains hang over 
it; strange people kneel at shrines in its streets, and 
wherever you look there is beauty of form and of 
color that is inexpressibly satisfying. 

The Konigssee is the end of the world. Save only 
at the head and foot and at one place midway its 
length can people find a foothold; everywhere else 
the monntains lift themselves out of its green waters 
in great, precipitous walls a mile and more in height. 
Lonely as a desert, beautiful as a jewel, Europe holds 
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notbing better worth while than this ma^c lake of 
Bavaria. And there on its shores you will say good- 
bye to Bavaria and to Germany, and in an hour be 
in Austria and at Salzbm^. 
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WE have come now upon the most carionB conn- 
try in Enropa England is England, France 
is French from th« Channel to the Pyrenees; hat 
Austria is a strange a^^^regation of many peoples 
with many customs, whose national unity is not at 
once apparent, and with a history as diverse as tbfi 
different nations which have combined to make hw 
vast territory that lies so far to the west as to seem 
like Switzerland, so far to the south as to seem like 
the Orient, and so far to the east as to he indistin- 
gnishahle from that Russia on which she borders. 

Time was when the Tnrks were thundering at the 
gates of Vienna and the fate of Europe was unknow- 
able, till a Polish king led forth the conquering armies 
of the Cross and of civilization; and now his kingdom 
has been blotted from the map and is in part, and 
under another name, hut an Austrian province. In 
the far city of Czemowitz strange Jewish folk are 
Austrian subjecta, and down in Bosnia, curiously cos- 
tamed Serbs are glad to claim the protection of Aus- 
trian citizenship against their Mohammedan neigh- 
bors in the minareted town of Sarajevo. 

In the old Roman town of Pola, at the end of 
Istria's peninsula, where Roman fleets assembled, ^^ 
19^ 
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tbe shadow of a great Boman amphitheater Austriaa 
warships now gather; and at Abbazia the Adriatic 
rocbs the yachts of kings and millionaires, while the 
fashion of half of Europe promenades upon a shore 
as beaatiful as is washed by any waters of the world. 

In Tyrolean forests Austrian peasants kneel at w^- 
side shrines to ask the blessing of the Christ on their 
life of sweet simplicity ; and at great hotels in Carls- 
bad rich sinners seek relief in healing springs from 
the consequeaces of a life of too great indulgence. 

Vienna and Budapest, cities beautified by modem 
art and typical of luxury, are the twin capitals of the 
Empire ; and at Friesacb the walls and gates of cen- 
turies ban in a Carinthian town forgotten by prep- 
ress. Across its great stretch of territory sweeps the 
Banube, mightiest of European rivers. Far to the 
north and east the Carpathians left the almost un- 
known wilderness of their snowy peaks, and in the 
west the Alps of Tyrol give to the world a far greater 
beauty than Switzerland can show. 

The very names of her States are unfamiliar, 
Styria, Galicia, Bukowina, and of the people who live 
in them we know less. But much is there that is 
beautiful, to see moBt of which a summer would be 
needed; so this chapter will be content to bint at 
the best of the more familiar, with but a look or 
two at just a little of that which is somewhat less 
well known. 

In Prague and Vienna are two great cities of con- 
trastii^ type. Prague, yet medieval and picturesque, 
^th ^battled ^tes and olden towers, and a strange. 
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dark, evil-Bmelling Ghetto where stooping, bearded 
Jews are harsh taskmasters of the pale-faced, crin- 
ging women and little children and pTiilHiifTi^ faded 
m«i who come to them for work; and with a drear 
Jewish cemetery where long rows of tall, somber stones 
tell in Hebrew letters of the dead who lie there. 
Viom over the riv^ the city forms a picture of won- 
der with tall Toofs and spires and towers and the 
pictnresqae sweep of the cnrrent as it circles ronnd 
it, spanned by the arches of an ancient bridge. Fine, 
broad streets lined with handsome shops, mark a mod- 
em quarter, bat yet yon are always consdons that 
back of this lies a city strange to Enrope, yet not 
qnite of the East ; a city of romance, and many leg- 
ends, not all bappy ones, and a certain sombemesa 
comes npon yonr spirits in this Bohemian ci^ of 
Pn^ne. 

Bnt Vienna is gay and different and new. It 
seems very modem, very European, and unlike yonr 
sensatlonB in Prague, you feel qnite sure that here 
notbing but Uie nsual and the conventional can ever 
happen. There are long vistas of splendid streets, 
there are fountains, and monTunents and statues on 
carven pedestals, and theateiB and Ofteras, and a sense 
of lightness and brilliancy that makes it a better Paris, 
and you wonder what has become of the old town 
tiiat began with the Christian era, was the death 
place of a Roman Emperor, and during all the Middle 
Ages sheltered its hundreds of thousands of people. 

Of course you will want to see Carlsbad, where 
flock the rich sick men, and the rich men who think 
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they are mck, from all the world over. There is not 
much beanty here, nor, with the band playing at aiz 
o'clock in the morning, much enjoyment, but it is 
none the less an interesting s^bt because it is some- 
thing different from what you can find elsewhere, to 
see these thousands of invalids of every nationality 
on earth waiting their cup of water, which like moat 
other dnties is certainly obnoxious, as the sun is com- 
ing up and the birds begin to sing of a summer morn- 
ing. 

From Passau on the frontier you travel the Danube 
to Vienna. A river of castles on wooded hills, a 
somewhat somber stream where the towns are fewer 
than along the Bhine, but a day's journey by all 
means to be taken, for these same hills block the 
stream so strikingly, and open its way again so bean- 
tifully, and the old towns on the margin fit so well 
into the picture that yon wonder if «ven the Rhine 
can be so lovely. Particularly is this true on those 
dasrs when a haze like an opal softens it all with a 
fine, mysterious veil of hinted color. 

If you look at your Baedeker's Anstria yon will 
find that t^e places he recommends the traveler to 
visit are the towns from which mountains can be 
climbed. Now personally I am not very keen on 
mountains, for I never went up one yet that it wasn't 
rainy or misty or cold or something, and anyway 
I'd rather lose n^self in some old walled town than 
suffer on the most wonderful peak in CbriBtendom. 
Now Baedeker sends you to Salzbui^ because near 
there are various mountains to be climbed on foot or 
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1)7 eog raHwajE, but I am ■M<^"te yoD there became 
it is sneb a picture of itself as it qtreads out akng 
its valley vitb its mi^ity rock in the center of it all 
fnna which locte down its great castle. For this, and 
because of the life that moves throng the nairoir 
streets of the old town. By all means go to Salzbai% 
where, by the way, there is a very fair hotel indeed 
yrben yon can stay for |1.85 a day. 

Salzhnr^ is at the entrance to the SalAammetgii^ 
a region of beantifnl lakes and channing villages and 
sobnrb mountain backgroondL It is not overwhelm- 
ing and awful as are some mountain diatrieta, but 
friendly and delightful, a place to Ui^er in and be 
happy. If you have followed the itinerary of this 
book from the beginnii^ yon will recall that yon 
went from. Dresden to Pragne ; from Prague to Carls- 
bad, a ride of several hours, and from Carlsbad to 
Paasau, several hours more ; or yon went from Prague 
to Vienna. At Panau yon boarded the steamer on 
the Danube and were a day in getting to Vienna. 
And I assume that yon took an express train from 
Vienna which brou^t you throng to Salzbui^ in a 
trifle over six hours. Now in doing this yon have 
left unexplored the great provinces that lie to the 
north and east, but with the exception of Cracow and 
the Carpathians that are most easily reached from 
there, this northeastern region of Austria is not e»- 
pecially inviting, and I am leaving out the Car- 
pathians beeanae the country we are about to enter 
from Salzburg is diatinetly more enjoyable. ConuDg 
this way and wishing to finish yoor exploration of 
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Oermany ^oor loop through Bavaria will begin and 
end at Salzburg instead of Munidi. 

On the way to Ischl, which is the center, as Salz- 
borg is the beginning of the Salzkammei^ut, you 
pass through some of that lovely meadow land with 
its peaceful farmhonses and grazing cattle under the 
trees and by the streams, which backed by the great 
mountains is euch a picture of peace and contented 
prosperity that one feels the happier for just looking 
at it. It is a narrow gauge line, this road to Ischl, 
and by and by it b^ins to climb among the dai^ 
trees of the foothills and up to where there are wide 
views of plains and of little towns, and finally the 
curiously colored water of the Abersee. 

It will pay you to stop at St. Gilgen, the village 
on the lake, and make the steamer trip, which in an 
boor or two will show you much of beauty. And 
then if you do feel inclined to ascend a mountain, 
go up the Schafberg, over a mile high, on the rack 
and pinion railway. To do this you leave the boat 
at St. Wolfgang, and on a clear day there is a view 
of breathless beauty from the summit. Ton can do 
it all in the day, reaching Ischl in the evening. 

Ischl is as beautiful as it is fashionable. It is the 
eununer court of Austria, and the Emperor can often 
be seen upon the streets during July and August 
when the family are in residence at the imperial villa 
In spite of the fact that it is only a village among 
the mountains there is nothii^ primitive about this 
beautiful place, which gives the impression of having 
just been swept and freshly painted, and is really 
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one of the very few towns that seem set out to be 
looked at where I love to sti^. 

Only twelve miles away is a Tillage of a very dif- 
ferent sort, Hallstadt, where the houses, curious and 
old, seem to cling like swallow nests to the rocky side 
of the mountain just where it plunges down into the 
green waters of a dark lake. By all means break 
your journey here as yon go on from Isehl, though 
you have to be ferried over from the opposite bank 
aloi^ which the railway runs. Thirty-eight miles 
farther on you change cars at Selzthal, from where in 
a little more than two hours yon reach, through 
suburb scenery, Bischofshofen and chaise again for 
the main line south. It will be no misfortime to 
stay here all night, for yon are in the midst of mag- 
nificent mountain raises the peaks of which are 
whitened forever by the snows that never melt. 
From here on to the Adriatic is the most wonderfol 
railway journey I have ever taken, and yet I remem- 
ber the passes from Switzerland into Italy, the trip 
from Innsbruck to Verona, and the ride from Flor- 
ence to Venice; but this is absolutely incomparable. 
And yet how dangerous for me to say so, for every- 
thii^ is but s matter of individual preference. I 
like it best, that is all. 

If you leave Bischofshofen about eight in the morn- 
ing you will reach Villach at noon. Now be sure 
that your tickets read from Bischofshofen to Abbazia 
by Villach, Laibach and St. Peter. There will prob- 
ably be a through car on the train when yon board 
it, bnt if not you will have no difficulty if you show 
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yonr ticket to the gnard and give him a kronen or 
two. Fifty miles after leaving Villach yon come to 
the station for Veldes, or Bled, aa it is also called, 
and here you must stop, for without exception it is 
the most beautifully situated little village I have 
ever seen. Great mountains rise round a lake; on 
a rocky island is the most picturesque white church 
imaginable, and just across on the mainland an old 
castle towers from a precipitons rock. Always haa 
this Tuion lingered in my mind as one of the fairest 
pictures earth has to offer. 

Less than half a day 's ride, still among the great 
mountains, and the train leaves you at the station 
for Abbasda. "When you leave the car you are yet 
far above the city that, a glittering line of beauty, 
edges the shore of the Adriatic, seven hundred feet 
below and four miles away. But what a wonderful 
ride down the white zigzag of the road, with the 
strange blue-purple of the sea ever before you, and 
the scent of strange flowers ever around you. And 
the city itself, finding compensation for its modernity 
in the exquisite loveliness of its situation and itself. 
A city of ^opa, of music, of flowers, of gardens and 
of sunshine among the trees. Never too warm and 
never too cold ; a place to go back to again and again, 
for the hotels are not surpassed for comfort any- 
where in Europe. Its beauty is rivaled only by one 
or two cities of the Riviera, and the fashionable life 
of Austria that centers here is most interesting to 
watch. Go to the gardens on the shore when the 
band plays in the morning, and the tall bamboos 
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wave in the breeze from the sparklmg sea, and the 
black-faced Moor in white robes and turban passes 
the program for the day, and watch the people come 
and go dressed in the height of a style that maybe 
next year yoa vill see on Fifth Avenne. I am at a 
loss to know why more Americans don't come here.- 
It is 80 beautifol, so faseinatin?, and withal, like the 
rest of the Adriatic cities, so easy of access. We, of 
course, have come upon it over a long route, but that 
is unnecessary, for when you go to Venice — and 
everybody goes there — you can leave at eight in the 
evening, and after a comfortable night's rest on a 
amooth sea, be in Flume for breakfast and in Abbazia 
in half an hour after at a cost scarcely more than 
staying overnight at a hotel. 

From Fiume there is a line of steamers that go 
down the Dalmatian coast, that marvelous eastern 
shore of the Adriatic; but the boats are not to be 
compared with those of the Austrian Lloyd which 
begin the trip at Trieste, so I would advise that you 
take the local steamer that runs from Abbazia to 
Pola in four hours, since at Pola yon connect with 
the Austrian Lloyd ships. This local boat does not 
run daily, so yon should consult the time-table at 
the hotel when arrai^ing your departure. Pola has 
a new hotel where a fountain playa in a palm-set 
court, and it has a colosseum that dates from the 
days of Rome and that looks, from its clean gray 
exterior, as if built yesterday. 

These are great boats that the Lloyd sends down 
the Adriatic, triple screw turbine liners, and yon can 



hyGoo^le 



At^TBIA 136 

leave Pola on one of them at one o'clock on the after- 
noon of Taeeday, Thursday or Saturday, and be in 
Zara before seven that evening. Zara the old, the 
romantic, where the edge of the East begins, that is 
in Europe but not of it. Zara, -where the Crusaders 
leveled the mightiest walls of Christendom; Zara the 
gate of Dalmatia, which is the land of yesterday, the 
land of another world than yours, of another world 
than Europe; a land that because of its vividness, its 
color, its utter foreignness and strai^eness, will ever 
after make the rest of the "West seem tame. 

Along the water front of Zara rows of modem 
buildings spell disappointment; hut fear not, they 
are only a shell, and beyond, in dim streets too nar- 
row for horse or carrit^ moves a life that holds yon 
like a spelL Strange figures come and go in odd 
costumes of clashing colors; in open house fronts the 
family tasks of the day go on before you; and in the 
Place of the Five Pountaios moves back and forth a 
long procession of the women who toil, carrying in 
buckets on their heads water to the houses, and to 
the ships at the quay. 

Leaving Zara at seven in the evening you get your 
dinner on board, and then watch the stars come up 
over the naked Dalmatian mountains, and the flaring 
flames from the fishing boats flash in long procession 
down the coast till at midnight you come to Spalato, 
^16 strangest town on earth, for it is a city within 
a palace. Ages ago Diocletian built here the greatest 
palace the world had ever seen; then he abandoned 
the throne of Bome and came here to end his days 
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in Bnmptaooa retirement "Hie eentnriet pUKd and 
the palace became a desoUtHm. Then in the six faon- 
dteds swept down on the nearby atj of Salooa the 
wild mea from the north and left that city a ehaoa 
of brokat marbl& Creeping back to thedr mined 
homes after the tide of inrasktn had paaaed, the sor^ 
-riving Salonieans abandoned the rite attoeethcar, and 
within the vast walb of Diocletian's «mp^ paUee 
bmh for thana elv e a another eity. And th«e it is: 
Of eoone aa time went oo, and modem days tow^h i 
nfety, the town ootgrew its toiginal finutatkais and 
DOW siHTads OB rititer side the palace walla; but yet 
within tboae mSia, and along the tiny streeta that 
thirteen faondred years ago they bnilded there^ is Am 
eentsr of Spalata 

And think wiiat yon can aee from hnel Tli»e ii 
dd Salona, dead for eatnria^ but whoe ytn esiK 
yrt bebdd the mts of Btanan chariots in the pare- 
■eatB of the streets. Thoe is the drire along die 
BMera of tiie Senm Castles. There ia the trip to 
Tran, a strange little aland city still fanddled within 
Ae waDs that med to ke^ tiie pirates oaL And — 
but this book cant teQ evoythiiig. 

A little after nudnigfat the ateamer tat Urn aoii& 
takes yon away, and after a eem&rtable ta^A yon 
breakfoat at Bagosa, one of flte half daaen moat 
beantifal and vmHoal eitiea in &e wnrid. lis 
nighty walls look down from the gray rods vpam. 
the blue waters just as th^ hare for tmt ari ta , and 
within those wsCs are still worn wondofol eostiimei 
of white snd red and blue, and jewda is ttnige Mt- 



hyGoo^le 



The market place at Hall in the Austrian Tyrol has a 
wonderfully old-time setting 



hyGoo^le 



hyGoo^le 



AUSTRIA in 

ting, and marvelorui work of gold and silver filigree, 
juBt as th^ have been worn for geoerationa. Here 
is medievaliam, not only tiie enviroonient bat the life 
itself; and not only this, hnt a beauty rare and 
strange; and not only this, but one of the best hotels 
in Europe where you dine on a balcony that over- 
hangs a garden of figs and palms and oleanders and 
pomegranates where the nightingale sings; and not 
only this, but a railroad runs from here np into 
Eerz^ovina aiLd Bosnia, those Balkan States that 
only a little while ago were made Austrian ; and not 
only this, but in three hours more the steamer will 
tahe you to Cattaro and there b^ins the road over 
the Black Mountains that in a few hours brings yoa 
to the capital of Montenegro. Just see how you are 
on the edge of things, of the unknown, the romantic, 
the beautiful And just think how easy it is to get 
there, what a little way &om Venice, and moreover, 
how cheaply yoa can go, for the Austrian Lloyd will 
sell yon a round trip ticket from Trieste to Ragusa 
and hack, with two days' hoard at the Hotel Imperial 
for less than $30, with stopovers allowed, and no- 
where need comfortable accommodation cost yon to 
exceed $2.60 a day if yon nse hotel coupons. 

Of course I have not even mentioned a tenth of 
all tbe beauty and interest of Dalmatia where three 
weeks could be spent that would seem like a fairy 
tale. If you don't believe it read Maud Holbach's 
"Dalmatia," the best book on the subject for the gen- 
eral reader that is published. 

You will never have another chance to penetrate 
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SO easily into the real East as is given by the cnrioiu, 
narrow gauge railway tiiat from Bagnaa climba the 
Dalmatian hiUa into the Balkans. On part of this 
route the grade is so tremendous that the locomotive 
is fitted with cogwheels, and helps itself up by cogs 
set in the center of the track. On this route yoor 
tickets should read first class, and you are wise to 
take a luncheon with you from the hotel at Ragnsa. 
The journey itself is of absorbing interest, across 
great, bare mountains and over a rocky land that the 
warfare of centuries between Turk and Slav has left 
an incredible desolation. Boofiess stone huts stand 
in stony fields, and here and there in caves by the 
wayside, with bushes screening the entrance, live the 
poverty-cursed Herzegovinians. 

Nearing Mostar, the capital of this province, yon 
come upon your first Turkish mosque, with graceful 
minaret and rounded roof; and a Moslem cemetery 
where the grave stones are so shaped as apparently 
to wear turbans. So far as I know no one in Mostar 
speaks English, but that rather adds to the sraise of 
aloofness that is half the charm. The hotel is a very 
decent one, and when you descend from the omnibus 
with your lu^age the proprietor knows that you want 
room and meals without the telUog. The town, be- 
cause of its utter strangeness, is indescribably fasci- 
nating; an old bridge, famed among the artists and 
architects of Europe, spans the Narenta with an arch 
of singular beauty, and as you come upon it down a 
curious street, an old round tower looks down from 
the rocks above in a way that completes the picture. 
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Singnlar costmnes are everywhere, Hohammedans in 
flowing robes, Slavs in big, baggy knee trousers and 
embroidered crimson jacbeta, peasant women in 
br^ht array spinning with distaff in band as tbey 
gossip in the market place, and everywhere color. 

If yon take a train in the morning for Sarajevo 
it wiU be six o'clock when you arrive, for though only 
e^hty miles away the upward climb is tremendous. 
But you'll never forget that ride, though if it be in 
summer you will find it hot, for strange peoples gather 
at the stations, all in costumes you have never seen, 
and fantastic towns appear and disappear as in some 
moving picture show. And Sarajevo! Here is the 
East indeed! The great bazaar, the finest oriental 
market in the world, save that of Damascus, and ab- 
solutely the most foreign thing an American can see 
in Europe, is literally intoxicating in the supreme 
ddight that comes from its utterly unexperienced 
blend of fantastic form and color. In dark little 
rooms, all open at the front, sqnat queer forms at 
work upon the rare things of the East, on gold, or 
Bilk, or beautiful leather. Every trade has its street, 
and along these streets saunter a thousand startlii^ 
figures. It is a fairy tale; it ia the Arabian Nights! 

The way back to Ragusa can be done in a day 
and will not bore you, for you will want to see again 
the story-book land through which you came to this 
odd city of romance. By the way, you need a pass- 
port, and if you would use your camera yon must 
present that passport and an application to take pie- 
tares to the official of whom th^ will tell you at the 
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hotel, and obtain s permit whidi miut be renewed 
every forty-ei^t hoan. And another thing; I doubt 
if Ton find "Bagnsa" on the time tables, for trains 
and boata atop at GraYoaa, but aa that is only a mile 
anay, and a trolley line rona between, it really 
doesn't matter. 

Even if yon dont care to go into Monten^ro take 
the moming boat from Bagosa (Oravosa) and make 
the three hour sail to Cattaro which will take yon 
into the marreloas golf wh^e the monntains come 
strai^t oat of th« water five thoosand feet into the 
air. The steamer lies at the dock for an honr, so 
yon can look about a bit, and then begins its jonm^ 
back np the Adriatic to Trieste, a trip that will end 
at fonr the next afternoon. 

Time spent in Trieste is time wasted, and yon can 
either take a train for Venice at about seven in the 
evening, reachii^ there in four hours, or you can 
take the night boat that leaves Trieste at midnight 
and arrives in Yenice at six a. u. Here, of coarse^ 
we are ont of Austrian territory and will refer to 
Venice again in the chapter im Italy; only the tonrist 
who is following the route I am laying out should 
see the city now, as he will not again return when 
be leaves it to push on once more into Austria. 

Two of Austria's beautiful regions are yet unex- 
plored, the Dolomites and Tyrol If yon leave Venice 
a little after eig^t in tiie morning you are at Feltre 
before noon. Here you leave the tnun and taking 
a carriage or diligence alwajra a carriage by prefer^ 
ence, drive to Primiero, which you will reach in good 
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time tar diunw, having lunebed at Feltre, as quaint 
an old Italian town as 70a will find in many a long 
ramble. At Primiero yon are agiun in Austria and 
among the strangest and best of those strai^est and 
most wonderful of all the mountains of the world, 
the Dolomites. Ton have never seen anything in 
the least like them before. They are giant, isolated 
towers, many of them rising nine tbonsand feet and 
some exceeding that in height; rearing up in naked 
precipitonsness from level valley floors that are car- 
peted with greenest grass, or else shadowing awful 
abysses where ice cold torrents swirl toward the sea. 
At dawn and sunset^ and often when at other times 
a half unseen mist arisee, these giant shapes take on 
colors of unearthly loveliness, as if painted in pastel 
upon Ae sky. In the bit of land where at this point 
Austria and Italy meet, these vast rocks are crowded 
together within a space fifty miles square, and in this 
narrow confine beauty takes a form that elsewhere 
you will seek in vain. 

Primiero is in the very core of this magic region, 
a place sometimes written about as the gateway to 
fairyland, but though writera and artists often come 
here the average tourist seldom does. Perhaps the 
most impressive view of all is obtained by an excur- 
sion from Primiero up the valley di Canali, which is 
like going to the end of the world, so far away does 
it seem, and so cut off from everythii^; and every- 
where by the vast walls of rock. But he sure to go 
there. Even an American can walk it, and a boy 
from tiie hotel will be all the guide you need. 
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Yon will want to see them all, once yoa are among 
these moontains, and it is hard to make selection for 
a brit^ toor. Bnt yoa viU have seen the views that 
are, let us s^, as fine as any, if, when leaving Pri- 
miero, yoa drive to Cortina, the moat frequented 
town- of the Dolomites, by the way of Predazzo, Vigo 
and Campitello; a two days' trip nnless a motor 
tna is taken, so you should break the joumqr at 
whichever village most takes your fancy. 

OveT all these roads comfortable dihgenoes travel 
on regalsr scbedale, bat a private carriage is so very 
mach to be preferred that you will be glad you as- 
sumed the extra expense although in this instance it 
will prove considerable. The sitnation of Cortina is 
exquisite, and there are certain excursions to be made 
from here that are on no account to be missed, to beau- 
tiful Lake Misurina for one ; but the town itself has 
the atmosphere typical of a crowded resort. Orches- 
tras play for dinner in the big hotels and the Eng- 
lish guests all dress for that meal A band performs 
in the afternoon, and you do not feel at all alone with 
the mountains as at Primiero. 

Twenty miles from Cortina along a road of won- 
derful views is Toblaeh, of itself a charming village 
where your journey in the Dolomites ends and yoa 
take a train for Innsbruck in the Tyrol, four hours 
away. It is entirely possible when you leave Cor- 
tina to reach Toblaeh by the way of Misurina, 
where the night and half a day at least should be 
spent. 

The Tyrol is a land at least as beautiful as Switzer^ 
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land, and a land in which it is pleasanter to traveL 
Switzerland is a veiy self-conscioos place, where all 
the i>eople take themselves very seriouBly aa the show- 
men of the world 's wonderland, and yoa continually 
feel as if in the presence of some great natural exhi- 
hition. It is bigger, with loftier mountains, h^her 
waterfalls, larger lakes, and broader valleys, but it 
lacks the element of charm that comes from the 
naturalness of Tyrol, and the eqtial beauty into which 
her smaller, though none the less imposii^ landscapes 
continually compose. It is a land of valleys cut deep 
between the mountain ranges, and in these valleys 
live a people of charming manners and varied cos- 
tumes, still retaining the simplicity of life and thought 
of long ago. A people who still make pilgrimages on 
foot to distant shrines, where for them miracles are 
still performed, who yet go in procession to the vil- 
lage church on feast days, and yet kneel at those rude 
crosses that everywhere are lifted by the wayside. 
Along the brooks that course through the woods old 
mills still turn their mossy wheels just as when they 
were owned by the great-great-grandfathers of the 
men who own them now. In village market places 
brightly clad peasants yet dance old folk dajices when 
the harvest moon hangs in the sky ; and well do I re- 
member a night ride from Munich to Innsbruck on 
midsummer nights' eve when all the moontains were 
outlined with the fires these peasants build on that 
night, when the fairies are at work. Wood-carvers 
live in the moontains, and in the village doors chil- 
dren tat and carve on wood, just as in Bruges the 
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women gatlier in the doorwayB to work at the lace for 
which they are famona. 

And more than all, it is the land of castles ; no val- 
1^ bat is guarded by some stately pUe, and on in- 
nnmcTsble Eommits picturesque walls look down on 
waya where tor centuries armed men have tramped. 
If yon would see this Tyrol from end to end take 
Stoddard's "Trampa in Tyrol" for yonr guide, and 
if yon would know its legends and romantic history 
read Clive Holland's "Tyrol and Its People." Bot 
if yon come merely to look at the best and go, then 
will yon find that there are three natural centers of 
tourist life: Bozen or Botzen as it is often spelled, 
Meran, and Innsbruck. 

We have come upon the land at Innsbruck, a city 
framed by great mountains, and from which opens a 
valley toward Hall that is as fair and beautiful as 
any nature knows how to make. A mountain there is 
which guards this valley that comes so splendidly ap 
from the green plain that not even Pilatns is more 
lovely. The town itself has not put off the years, 
but has found in their passing a grace and beauty that 
make more than attractive to the modern tonrista 
her streets and buildings. The drive to Hall should 
on no account he omitted, for there tiie market place 
is a medieval gem. And this is but one of many 
drives and excursions by rail, all of which lead into 
r^ons of delight. 

From Izinshruck west, a wonderful railway makes 
the road into Switzerland, but western Tyrol is not 
quite BO interesting as the center and the east, so yr«t 
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will follow down the line that leads to Bozen; for we 
are not exploring Tyrol, merely looking at it. Here 
the Dolomites barricade the east with a vast wall of 
gray and amethyst, and from here is the call of many 
ways, so that each day for a week would find yon tak- 
ing different directions, to cafitles, to mountain peaks, 
and to fiower-set valleys. 

From Bozen to Meran is a railway journey of 
twenty miles, and Meran is the most beautiful city 
in Tyrol. '* The flower town" everybody calls it be- 
cause of the flowers and grapes and trees tiiat grow 
there, and if you loi^^d for more time in Bozen, 
Burely you will do so i^ain in Meran. But one 
thing you must do — go to Castle Tyrol, the most 
pictor^que castle in Austria. 

Now I am conscious of having, all through this 
book, rather overlooked the wild, rugged, grand 
scenery that Baedeker always stars, because that sort 
of thing never has appealed to me, hut if it is a thing 
yon like, go from here to Trafoi, the "Chamonix of 
Tyrol." The distance is thirty-nine miles, but a rail- 
way baa recently been put in for much of the dis- 
tance, and by the time yon read this may have been 
extended through, and in any event you can drive the 
intervenii^ miles. Trafoi is near the glaciers and the 
snows of the Ortler, a great peak more than two miles 
high, where the scenery is on a ooloBsal scale of 
grandeur. 

Back to Meran and from there to Bozen, where 
you take the long train for the south that comes down 
from Munich and beyond, and for fifty miles more 
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yon ride over the monzttaiiu until Mori is reached 
where yon change to a cnriooa little train that 
Bcramblea up the passes and down again to Biva at 
the bead of Lake Qarda. What a wonderful ride it 
is, for suddenly from the Bunimit yon come upon a 
view that for beauty of color is matchless. A thou- 
sand feet below lies Garda, a lake more beautiful 
than Como, a lake that to me is the most beautiful I 
have ever seen ; a lake of purple and Alice blue, with 
pearl colored mists to the south where Italy lies, and 
near at hand gaunt gr^ mountains with just room 
at their feet for Riva. And as you swing down the 
steep grade and out upon the valley, notice Areo, 
with its ruined castle high on a lonely rock. Down 
the long length of Garda yon sail into Italy and the 
next chapter. 
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I AM very food of Italy, not otily of the coontry 
but of the people, and I do not sympathize at all 
vith the well-nigh imiTersal fashion of praising the 
one and sneering at the other. Many times have I 
traveled there, yet never was my It^^age broken open 
or even delayed, mnch less lost; never wag I de- 
frauded, never did I receive the slightest discourte^, 
never did I find an Italian I could not trust. Every- 
where I was shown the most helpful consideration, not 
only by the officials but by the smiling, kindly peas- 
ants. Nowhere in Europe, except in Bavaria, are 
BQch pains taken to please yon, once you drop the su- 
perior and domineering air we Americans are apt un- 
consciously to assume. 

Not only is Italy a great country, but it is a great 
nation. Since once united under a central govern- 
ment its commercial and intellectual progress has 
been amazing. Great battleships of a first-class navy 
ride at anchor in the Venetian roadstead, and up and 
down the streets of old cities tramp regiments of 
clean-cut, intelligent soldiery. In Milan, trade and 
manufacturing find a center whose ramifications reach 
every qnarter of the kingdom. At the capital, 
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calnnets of brilliant and able statesmen have nude 
the Govenunent respected, while tbe King and 
Qneen, by their many acta of Belf-saerificing kind- 
ness, have become beloved by all daases of their sub- 
jects. 

Thos the traveler finds Italy a great, growii^, 
vigopons nation, where the people, even the very poor, 
seem happier than elsewhere; where tbe son more 
often shines, and where on all tbe hills and in all tbe 
ancient cities beaniy sits perpetually enthroned. 

I cannot take yon off the beaten track in Italy, for 
all her ways are bat main traveled roads for the 
toorista from every country in the world ; nor can I 
say of her anything new, for in a thousand books her 
praises have been sung for centuries; but while I love 
her all, yet there are some places I like better than 
others and some of which I am just a little less fond. 
So aBBnming that tbe reader will like what I like, and 
that he cannot spend the time to see everything (yet 
in Italy nothing should be missed) I will show him 
how most easily to find the things that most appeal 
to me. 

Of Borne I can say nothii^. It is a great, big, 
modern city with interesting ruins on exhibition as 
in a huge ontdoor museum, and I detest museums, and 
I don 't like Borne. But let us begin at the beginning. 
You will remember that we crossed from Trieste to 
Venice our first Italian city, a city that is the most 
tmusnal and romantic in the world, where I ever hope 
that some day I may own and live in a little palace 
that I know of on the Grand Canal, with a gondola of 
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nqr very own and a goodolier who ahall wear a pink 
saah with his white oniform. 

Swept seaward by the tide of barbarian invasioii, 
Bcoorged from their homes by AttCa and his Hnna, 
the Italians of the mainland sought refine on the 
naked islets of the lagoons where now is Venice, 
twelve hundred years ago, and there developed into 
a power that commanded the seas, and into a life that 
VBQ filled with a wealth of color and a pomp and cir- 
enmstance that made the city of the sea nnique in his- 
toiy. Tinged with the splendor of the East, strong 
irith the power of the West, she dominated the cen- 
tories, appealing to the imagination and the fear of 
men. She housed herself fittingly, not in the stem 
architectnre in which Rome expressed the unlovely 
power she so strongly and yet so brutally exercised, 
but in a wealth of dreamlibe palaces blossomii^ in 
stone and gold and color; in churches like St. Marc, 
unearthly, exquisite; in minarets and bridges, in 
marbles and mosaics. And here she lived her life 
gayly as well as bravely — ^the brightest, most brilliant 
■ life in Europe, though filled with an element of 
strat^ and even tragic romance. 

This was Venice in the days when she was great, 
and if you would thrill to her as to no other place 
on earth, read before you go of the things she did, 
and of those deeds that were wrought out within the 
compass of her waterways. Faded now is the beauty, 
but still is it there. Stripped of their marbles are 
Bome of her palaces, though yet ghostly fair in their 
decay, and out on the lagoons where yon must be sure 
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to go the ■himmerinf colon of the aea and aky are 
jttrt as of jare, and as of yore are the ialands of 
towered chareh and towering cypreaa trees that seem 
to float 'twixt sea and s^. 

Take tite steamer to Chioggia of an aftonoon; 
Cbioggia, more medieral than Venice, iriiere a mile of 
fishing boats rest their bri^t sails in the son. Go to 
Torcello, older than Venice, "the Dead Mother of the 
L^oons" ss Boskin called the lonesome min. Go to 
Bnrano of the lacemakers, and to Morano where for 
centniies have lived men whose "Venetian ^ass" has 
been a hotuehold term through liarope. And go to 
the strange, strange conetery where the dead lie in 
tieiB above the ground as at New Orleans, and where 
the graves of the humbler foDc are mailed by a forest 
of tall iron stakes, bearing aloft wreaths of painted 
iron flowers. Until yon do these things do not think 
that by any means you know yonr Venice. 

When yon come bade into Italy from Tjrrol yoa 
will reach Verona in time for luncheon, and yon will 
do weU to spend the afternoon and n^;ht there, for 
Verona is a city of marble and of beauty, worn, like 
Venice, with a great antiqni^; and where in the 
PiasEa the Middle Ages peep out at yon from the 
shuttered houses. Duty will of conrse take you to 
the Arena, and maybe yon will enjoy it, but the 
laughing life of the etreeta ia bo mnch more to my 
liking than this dead, unburied thing of Borne 's that, 
to tell the truth, I never saw it. 

From Verona to Padua yon can go in a little more 
thi|Tf an hour, mw^ ohanging there yon can get ft 
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train that takea you to Ferrara in an boor and a half. 
There, depending on the train you take, you may or 
may not have to change for BaTenna, which is reached 
in an hour and a half more if you catch a fast train. 

Where the Apennines are far to the west, and 
Italy cornea quietly down to the Adriatic with which 
she mingles in nearby lowlands, there is Ravenna, the 
city of the Gothic Emperor who from among the bar- 
barians became the ruler of Borne; the city that 
Byron loved; a city so worn with time that in one's 
memory all her details are confused, as of a city you 
have dreamed instead of seen. There is the recollec- 
tion of a long, sunny street from the station, of a 
vague square where stained honses stand, of the 
great rooms of the one-time palace that is now the 
Hotel Byron. On a cloudy day I know the town 
must smell of mold and damp, for it is almost a part 
of the sea that creeps beneath its soil and fills with 
stagnant pools the marshes round about. And yet 
one shoold go there, not because of its beauty, for it 
has none, but for the strange and fragmentary beauty 
of the things that are there. Nowhere else can yoa 
see the art that made of her churches ' ' royal palaces 
to God and the Saints" in those very early centuries 
of the Christian era when elsewhere all the world was 
Pagan. "Like a great mottled green snake, vdth the 
neck of a peacock," glows the wonderful enamel in 
the church of St. Vitale, and with a gleam of gold 
and blue the Baptistry of the Orthodox is a magic of 
mosaic. So, too, the mausoleum of Pladdia, and the 
old, old church of Sant' Apollinare. Nowha?e save 
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in the Voomb woA in Spain ean be Men aoeh monie, 
■acb coin-, a color tliat bonis with all the intennty of 
the earl; faith, a color that was stolen from the nn- 
Otoiif^t-of blae-green of the Adriatic that tosses its 
foam at Bavenna's door. All these marvels are nov 
in lonesome, decrepit ehnrches that fafl to bear 
bravely the burden of their vast age, bat these are the 
tiunga yon ehoald come to see. And when there, as 
added eompeneation, is Dante's tomb, hard by the 
hotel, and the cnrions mansoleom of Theodoric the 
Great, far in the level waste, seeming as aloof from 
to^y as the spirit of the Sixth Centnry when it was 
bnilt 

In an hoar from Bavenna yon come to its antithesis 
lUmini, where gayety reigns on the shore and a great 
hotel is filled with the fashion of eastern Italy. Of 
course yon will find, back from the beach, an olden 
city, noisier by ni^ht than any other town where I 
have ever stayed, save only Cordova where those 
dreadfol wi^ions dimb all ni^ht long np the cobble- 
stones nnder the window. 

But yon do not come to Kimini because it is worth 
while, for it is not, unless perchance yon want to see 
how Italy lives at its resort where only Italians come, 
bnt becanse from here yon take yonr way to the old- 
est and the smallest Bepnblie on earth, ^an Marino. 
And to travel this way is like taking a canii^ for 
the Middle Ages, becanse nowhere else in Enrope, so 
far as I know, does medievatiara so persist into the 
Twentieth Centnry. Here, bnried in the very heart 
of Italy some fifteen miles from Witnini, lies this alien 
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State, a Bepnblio, just as it has been for centuries, ab- 
solatel? independent of Italy aa of all other nations 
on eartb, with its own laws, its own postage, its own 
courts and government. 

Bnt the road thither is itself worth the traveling 
even if the greatest political curiosity in Europe did 
not wait at the end, for as it leaves the plain yon find 
Italy on the way, for here is the heart of the land and 
all that Italy means to the imagination lies before 
you; and all that spell of beauty, of half -told ro- 
mance, that has exercised its fascination on all geuo'a- 
tiona and all races of men lays its charm most po- 
tently upon yon. It has been said that every man 
has two countries, his own and Ita^, and in sununer 
and on an Italian road the truth of the saying is 
emphaozed and you feel an exhilarating passion for 
the land and the people. An exultant love of life — 
their life — and deep delight in the beauty of form, 
of color, in the free blowing winds from the archii^ 
iky, the warm scents from the sunburnt fields, in the 
beauty of l^hts and shadows on far white villages, 
the joy and mystery of the road where something 
new, strange and always delightful is waitii^ beyond 
every turn. Before you are the mountains dim ai 
the ancient life that came and went upon them. Like 
l^ioatly hints from that life, great white oxen toil 
their dusty way down to the sea, driven by oval-faced, 
blaek-eyed peasants. Poplared streams cross the 
highway under Roman bridges; broken towers of 
feudal strongholds crumble on occasional hilltops; 
close built villages, white end still in the hot sun, lie 
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amid the olive groves; between the molberry trees 
Bwing long festoons of grape vines. Noon is on the 
land, and the road is almost empty; under w^rade 
shade laborers drink their red vine or sleep ; and lit- 
tle children play half-naked in the shuttered streets 
of little towng. This is the real Italy, the Italy to 
find and to love. Not the Italy of the galleries and 
the musenms, not the Italy of Florence and of Borne, 
bnt tiie Italy of the long, white road, of the hot, still 
noon, of the wind that comes from f^e mountains, and 
the perfume of the snnbnmt earth. 

After hours of driving yon see, blue with the dis- 
tance, a cliff, a wall, that ends the valley through 
which the road slopes upward to the rock of San 
Marino, and as you draw nearer it lifts still higher 
from the plain, a great line of precipice et^ed with 
waUs, the sky-line broken with towers. Here on its 
impregnable mountain this little Republic, that has 
never had more than the twelve thousand inhabitants 
it has to-day, has for a thousand years defied the 
TTorld and time. 

There is no custom house on the frontier, as by a 
reciprocity treaty with Italy, Italian goods are ad- 
mitted free, and all other goods coming through Italy 
for San Marino are taxed at the Italian custom house 
at the place of entry, the duties so collected being re- 
mitted to the San Marino Qovemment which nets 
from this tariff about $12,000 annually. 

ThroTi^h a massive gate the visitor enters npon the 
lower city, which hnga the base of the immense cliff, 
and comes upon a little square where sbontii^ boya 
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are splaahing in the foantain in the center, and old 
women are eooMng odd looking messes over charcoal 
itorea, proclaiming alond their culinary abilities to 
the crowd, many of whom press near to boy. In 
ahady comers and tmder big umbrellas family groups 
are at dinner. The rock, which forms oae side of 
the square, is pierced with caves, and in these 
shadowy wine cellars are outlined men drinkii^ at lit- 
tle tables, and gambling as they drink. Outside ia 
a laughing, good-natured crowd, continually moving 
back and forth in picturesque confusion. Around 
the comer, stairs cut in the rock lead mysteriously 
upward and finally, by little levels and narrow lanes, 
reach the summit and the town. Here the streets run 
in a perfect network of confusing, narrow ways, 
plunging for a little apace down the mountain side 
and hurrying back again; ways that are lonely and 
empty, where taU houses abut so closely and the 
streets are so narrow that even the daylight seems old 
and faded, and the shadows reach menacingly up the 
bare, stained walls that are pierced with but few 
windows, aU heavily barred or shuttered. 

By day the people think they are but?. Great 
quarries are sunk deep in the flanim of the mountain, 
and the fine gray stone is shipped throughout Italy. 
But ib« men snd boys at work here, and the lazy, 
white oxen that draw the stone to the sea, all move 
slowly in the hot Italian sun, and there are many 
intervals of rest, when in the shade the white bread 
and red wine give excuse for ease. In the evening, 
when the heavy diligence pauses on its afternoon run 
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from Bimini by the gate bebv the hill, and the nuO 
bag has been carried to the post-office that stands in 
Uie square above, where on one side ia a vast ontloc^ 
to the monntains, then the i>eople delist to gather 
here where the stinset air comes cool from the heights, 
and in littie groaps they listen as some better reader 
than the rest reads of the irayt of the world in some 
ontnde newspaper, for the nation of San Harino is 
perhaps the only nation in the world wittiont a daily 
paper. Here, too, in the lingering twilight Madonna- 
faced yoong mothers nnrse their babies unashamed, 
and older women knit while they talk in soft Toices 
fnll of music. 

In San Marino, alone amoi^ the towns and States 
of earth, the rights of the people, the affairs of to- 
d^, are still r^nlated by the olden law of Borne. 
Elsewhere the Soman or Civil law may be the basis 
of codes, as of the Code Napoleon which largely gov- 
erns our own State of Louisiana even yet, but here 
it remains wholly effective and almost unchanged, 
even as Soman lawyers gave it to the land. Here 
even time is the time of Some, the day being divided 
into four quarters of six hours each, so that no dial 
of any clock in the Sepublic is marked for more than 
six bOUTB. 

The supreme executive power is vested in two 
Regents who are elected every six months and are 
ineligible for reelection. First of all the people 
meet in the great B4U«>e and each votes, from candi- 
dates submitted by a committee of the council, for 
members of the Qreat Council of Sixty. There are 
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always present a number of little girls dressed in 
white, one of whom marks the ballot of any citizen 
who cannot read. From the Cotmcil so chosen twelve 
men are drawn by lot, and these men nominate to the 
Great Council twelve other men as candidates for 
Segents. Of these twelve the Council elect six. The 
names of th^e sis are then engrossed, each on a 
parchm^it roll, and the rolls deposited in a silver 
casket, which is taken to the cathedral in solemn pro- 
cession in which all the people join. Here it is placed 
upon the altar, and after mass is said, a little girl 
chosen by the outgoing Regents ascends the altar 
steps, the seal on the casket is broken, and the little 
girl draws forth two names, and the men so chosen 
are the Begents for the next six months. At the in- 
augural ceremony the national anthem is sung, and 
while I did not hear it there, I brot^ht back with me 
the music and find it a really wonderful composition, 
full of mighty chords and inspiring melodies. 

The standing army is only nineteen strong, but it 
is augmented on state occasions by the sixty members 
of the national guard. 

Salaries are small in San Marino. The Begents get 
but thirty dollars each for their entire six months 
of service; the orator who delivers an historical ad- 
dress at each inauguration is paid but a dollar, and 
other officials of the Republic receive sums in propor- 
tion. The Judge who presides over the trial of eases 
must be a non-resident, as it is believed that with so 
small a population no native lawyer can be found 
who will be free from entangling friend^ps with 
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one or the other of the parties. All law-suits moBt 
be pressed to conclusioii within six months from com- 
mencement, lest they become a disturbing factor to 
the peace of the State, and if not fimsbed within that 
time they are dismissed at the cost of the plaintifF. 

Now even if this nniqne and almost unknown sur^ 
vival of medievalism does not interest you, go there 
for the wonderfTil view, for from where the edge of 
the great rock rides out into the plain like the prow 
of a mighty ship at sea, there is a view more majestie 
than ever I saw from an elevation of no greater 
height. The eye sweeps the coast south from 
Bavenna for a hundred miles, and looking straight to 
the east yon see across the whole width of the Adriatic 
and on to where the Dalmatian mouatauia show their 
white ribs amidst a violet haze. 

From this archaic governmental survival you drive 
in half a day to Urbino, the easternmost of those FRl l 
Towns that constitute the most interesting and the 
most medieval portion of all Italy. To understand 
them you must know just a little of their history and 
of what they are. B^inniug at the Mediterranean 
and ending at the narrow plain that borders upon the 
Adriatic, there extends east and west throughout cen- 
tral Italy a range of broken hills that culminates in 
the great peaks of the Apennines. In the fighting 
days of old, difficulty and not ease of approach was 
the deciding factor in the selection of a city site, so 
very early these hilltops of central Italy were seized 
upon as natural and appropriate situations for those 
walled cities that are now known as the Hill Towns. 
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Some of these cities, lite Volterra, were old before 
there was a Rome, and all of them were originally en- 
tirely independent city-states, like San Marino is 
now, owning no central authority and often warrii^ 
wiUi one another; for never, nntil the efForts of Gari- 
baldi bore fruit in the government of to-day, can 
there be said to have been an Italian people, or an 
Italian nation. "Even when Bome placed its power- 
ful and quieting hand upon the land, it was merely 
the government of Bome over the rest of the penin- 
sula, and even then these cities were really more gov- 
erned by Bome than made part of Bome. There never 
was 80 much a Boman Empire, as an empire by 
Bome. And with the fall of Rome these cities re- 
sumed their independence, and on other hills other 
towns ^rai^ up, and each helped to make the suc- 
ceeding centuries one cruel story of interurban war- 
fare that converted all Italy into a battleground. 
This, in a broad way, is the history of all tiiese hill 
towns, the romantic and varjdng details being, of 
course, beyond the scope of this book. Williams* 
"Hill Towns of Italy" is the best and most compre- 
hensive study of the subject, though Bussel "W. Leary 
has a charmingly written book, "Italian Lanes and 
H^hroada," which deals with these cities inciden- 
tally, and Edward Hntton has written abont them 
descriptions in such exquisite Ei^Iish as well to merit 
the name of prose poems. 

Up the hillside piles the picturesque confusion of 
Urbino, topped by the huge palace, erected as a ducal 
resideace in the beginning of the Benaissance's best 
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period in the later half of the fourteen hundreds. If 
you find a keen delight in irregular masses of colored 
roofs, and the sharp pitch of odd streets, all grouped 
as on some artist's canvas, then go hy all means to 
Urhino, for as you walk its rounds yon will foi^et 
in the joy of its color and ita composition such cares 
as Providence in Ua wisdom may have dealt to you at 
home. 

Leaving Urbino the railway takes you down some 
fifty miles through the mountains to Fahriano where 
yon change to a faster train that after a journey of 
equal distance but less time leaves you at Foligno, 
where you again change to another train that in an 
hour reaches Perugia. This route will take from 
early morning till about four in the afternoon. But 
what of itf As someone else in effect has said, the 
purpose of travel is not merely to arrive, but to en- 
joy by the way, and how could you spend a more 
delightful day than in traversii^ these Italian valleys 
and mountain slopes, rich in memories of a romantio 
past and in the beauty of the present I 

Most wonderful, most absorbing, most beautiful of 
all the cities of the hills is Pemgia, drawing hersdf 
up haughtily npoa her mountains like some cold, 
haughty grand dame who wills to sit aloof. Medieval 
houses line her streets; immense fragin«its of her an- 
cient walls yet remain, the foundations of which were 
there before a stone was laid upon the seven hills of 
Rome; and there are gates that are mighty and yet 
of a compelling beauty. Gates from which broad 
views are had out upon a far country where other 
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towns of age and fascination lore the traveler. From 
the edge of the town, where the little park that 
BhadowB there is held hack h^ a low parapet from the 
inunense space that falls away beneath, I watched the 
full moon swing up over the hills and fill the vast 
valleys with a glow that dimmed the many lights that 
picked out here and there the outlines of other walled 
towns, from the towers of some of which came up the 
sound of bells that stmck the hour. And then there 
is that other view as you walk without the circle of 
the walls, and mark her battlements and the towers 
of her gates and the great churches high above her 
roofs. If you love to think upon those gone days 
when men in armor rode in and out, and every day 
was as the story of a play, here is the environment 
intact before you, an environment not only romantic 
for its past but splendid for itself in its strain and 
foreign beauty. And then the rambles through the 
town, where yon set forth not to arrive, but just to 
get lost in the maze of streets that seem literally to 
throw themselves headlong down the steep hills where 
the houses clutch at the rocks to be saved ; streets that 
creep under queer black archways, and come out on 
wonderful squares set about with even more won- 
derful buildings, or look forth on far views, or sud- 
denly leave yon without the walls with all the bright, 
open country smiling up at you. 

Now this is Perugia. And oh, yes, there's much 
more; churches, museums, galleries and what not. 
But I stayed four days and had no time for them, for 
first of all is Pen^ia worth while for her very self. 
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There are two hotela that ran their awn private 
tramcar np from the station, and of these hotels each 
is so good that there is no choice hetween them. It 
was mid-Aagust when I was there, mid-Angnst of the 
hottest siunmer Eorope had seen for years, hut always 
a cool breeze tempered the aonslmie, and anyway no 
reasonable American need fear the heat of an Italian 
smnmer any more than he would bis own. The 
theory that Italy is impossible in summer was started 
by Englishmen, who affect to suffer when the ther- 
mometer is over seventy. 

May I help you find some of the best in this eily 
of perfection t Then take your Baedeker and turn 
to the map of the town; while you should walk all 
around the walls, e^eeially fine is that part which 
lies between the Porta Sussana and the Porta Ebuma, 
4A to 6B on the map. Around the quarter of San 
Sevemo (D3) is one of the most picturesque of places. 
From the Porta Pisa (E2) is a glorious view; go ont 
along the road and turn back for the magnificent pic- 
ture of the city. Other superb views are had from 
the Porta Bulagaio (D2) and the Porta Ebumia 
(B6}. In D5 is a section rich in striking sights. 
Bat what's the use of particularizing} it's all so won- 
derful I 

From Perugia you can go by rail a dozen miles to 
Assisi, home of Saint Francis who in the twelve hun- 
dreds rescued Christianity from the selfishness that it 
inherited in its evolution from the old Pagan culture 
and tradition and broadened it out from its ever nar- 
rowing confines of mere personal salvation, into a 
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creed of good will to men, H«re too, the eentoriea 
have lingered and have not fled, and here too h 
beauty in all the byways of the little town. But 
here yon should go to church, for few buildings in 
the world are more impressive within than the curious 
two-storied church of Assisi. Some writer, I foi^t 
who, put it perfectly when he wrote, "This church 
far surpasses all others in beauty and solemnity of 
color, in picturesque bursts of light and shadow. 
... As a study of decorative efFect it is perhaps the 
most important building in Europe." 

From Pen^ia your way leads ta Rome by those 
other hill towns of SpeUo, Trevi, Spoleto, Temi and 
Nami. Can't you arrange to have a look at themt 
They are right on the road and only a few miles 
apart, and each one has its own individuality, its own 
interest, and makes its own distinct picture of walls 
and towers and hills. But if you won't stop, why 
then your express will take you to Borne in four 
hours and a half. Rome demands a guide, a compe- 
tent and a scholarly one. There are several such in 
the cily who devote certain days to certain places, 
upon which they lecture in a way that, if yon have 
any imagination at all (and if you haven't home is the 
best place for you) makes very real the historic past. 

To Kaples you can go in four hours. Naples fas- 
cinates me. Not only the unparalleled beauty of its 
situation, but the vividness, the unusnalness of ita 
life. To prowl those dark, narrow streets of steps 
where the red and white clothes hang like banners 
from the inimmerable lines stretched between the 
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honsea ; to see the work of t^e household go on- in foil 
view of the street ; to see the children gather around 
the man who cooks something over his charcoal bra- 
zier that they like to buy ; to haunt the crowded quar- 
ters by the Porta Capaano and watch the faces of 
those who gather round the public reader; to push 
back the heavy curtain at the door of some old church 
and see in its twil^ht the still forms of kneelii^; wor- 
shipers; to linger by the sea when the fishing boats 
are hauled upon tiie shore by bare-I^^ed boys and 
fishermen; to hear the noise and the cries; to see a 
young Adonis asleep in the sun, and the children at 
play in the shade, this is to come upon Naples, and to 
love it. Its beauty is another story and a very won- 
derful one, for from the heights above the town and 
from the drives that encircle them are enchanting 
vistas of the bay, and its islands, and the misty out- 
lines of Vesuvius. You can go up Vesuvius by rail- 
road, and in a day if yon like; and Pompeii is an- 
other excursion from which you will come back in 
the evening hot, tired, and thrilled as if yon had 
spent the day with the ghosts, as indeed you have. 
And Capri I But don't do that in a day. Go of 
course to the Blue Qrotto and watch the fiash of the 
naked divers as they sink through the silver sea for 
your pennies, and go to the other places Baedeker 
tells yon of, and after that settle down for a day of 
two just to look and realize how beautiful this old 
world can be. Follow the road that climbs the cliff 
to Anacapri where the roses grow, and up to which 
by rocky steps come the slim girls with slender jars 
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on their coils of blaefa hair— the girla the artists paint 
Watch the splendor of the sea ; and the beanty of the 
shore, and be happy. 

Before you go to Naples read Norway's "Naples 
Past and Present" as it tells in most attractive man- 
ner of the multitude of things there, and aroond 
about, which you will Borely wish to see. And be- 
fore you leave Naples you will, of eourae, take that 
most famous drive in the world that leads among the 
oranges and the roses to Sorrento and Amalfi. When 
you are through with Oapri you can take a boat 
direct to Sorrento, which you will probably wish to 
do, and from there drive in about four hours to 
Amalfi. Be sure and spend the night at Sorrento, 
and when the twilight is coming on, and the dew 
brings out the heavy perfume of the orange hlosBoms, 
go out upon the bluff to watch the great circle of the 
lights come out along the bay, and the violet shadows 
of the mountains outline against the lemon yellow of 
the sky. Sit there while the night deepens and the 
Mediterranean darkens to purple black and the stars 
come forth, for thus will you best apprehend the 
spell that just beauty can cast upon one. 

Don't end your drive at Amalfi but after at least 
a day there, make another day of the drive to Salerno 
where you can get a train back to Naples. And be- 
fore leaving Amalfi make an afternoon's excursion to 
Bavello. There is no need to stay in Salerno, but 
though the drive there from Amalfi is but twelve 
miles I have advised taking the day to it, for the road 
80 abounds in views of unprecedented loveliness that 
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you will oontinaally wish to pause; and if you are 
going to hurry through everything you had better 
IM)8tpoDe your trip to Europe until you have time to 
stop where you please and go as you please. 

Before turning northward from Naples everybody 
ought to go to Sicily, and I say that though I have 
never been there. You can go in a night, and four 
or five days on the island will give you some idea of 
its beauties which are moat interestingly set forth by 
Arthur Stanley Biggs in his "Vistas in Sicily." 

From Naples we go back to Rome the road we cam^ 
though if ever I pass that way again I shall stop to 
explore some of those old walled towns that stand 
back on the hills a mile or so from the railway line, 
like beautiful pictures painted on the land by some 
master artist "Why don't you stop as you go along 
and see what they're like! The very fact that no- 
body else does it should be an inducement, for you 
would have all the joy of an explorer in thus prowlii^ 
around where to-day seems dead and the past alive. 

From Rome see that your tickets read via Orvieto 
to Siena, the railway branchii^; at Orte from the w^ 
we came down from Perugia. I am asking you to 
stop at Orvieto just over one train because you can 
thus look upon the most savage of the Hill Towns, 
aloof upon ber precipitous hill, but holding within 
the stem circle of her walls a glittering, jewel-like 
splendor, the mosaic front of her cathedral. Just as 
the town is one of the most romuitic in situation to be 
found anywhere, so is this facade the most g^i^geotu 
bit of color that the architecture of Eorope can show. 
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But really why not etay overnight, instead of over a 
train, for there is a most comfortahle hotel in an old 
palace, and the town should he seen from more sides 
than one, so unique is the situation of this city of the 
rock. If you leave Rome at nine in the morning you 
can he in Orvieto in two hours, and if you don't stay 
ovem^ht, you can go on at about five in the after- 
noon, and as you will make close connections at Chiusi 
you will be in Siena in time for dinner. But if you 
want to see one of the two or three most picturesque 
villages in all Italy you will leave the train about 
fifteen miles this side Siena, at the station for Monte- 
pulciano and drive the six miles that lead to where 
this indescribably fascinating town lies behind its 
medieval walls. Only a few thousand people live 
here, and the place is still and quiet with no attrac- 
tions at all save that exceeding one of enabling you to 
see precisely how a walled town of the Middle Ages 
looked to the Imights and ladies who rode this way. 
Nothing is chained within or without, except that a 
good little hotel is now ready for the guest ; but aside 
from this, you go back centuries when your carriage 
rolls under its gates, and the experience is worth the 
having. 

At Siena you come upon a town that is different 
from any you will elsewhere find, A hill town like 
Perugia, it yet has an atmosphere and a beanty dis- 
tinguished as its own. I think as a town it lacks 
somewhat of Pen^^'s charm, depending more, per- 
haps, upon the places and things to be found there ; 
upon the beautiful work of wrought iron; upon cer- 
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tain medieval boildii^fB like tbe Palazzo Pjccolomini; 
upon glimpses of towers luider archways and down 
certain streets; upon the astonishing market place, 
and the town hall, or Palazzo Pubblieo, that fronts 
apon it ; and on the cathedral with its face of colored 
marbles, and its curious black and white interior, with 
its extraordinary pictured pavement, and marvelous 
ptilpit upheld by lions, models of which are in so 
many museums. But whatever the reason, Siena has 
a very commanding place among the cities of Italy. 

As before pointed out, all these Italian cities were, 
during the Middle Ages, independent governments^ 
city-states, and all the patriotism of the people cen- 
tered in their city, beyond which they had no country 
and knew no alliance. They personified this patri- 
otism in tbe town ball, and, regardless of faction or 
local feud, lavished their wealth upon it, making it, 
as another writer has mentioned, ever more and more 
beautiful. And here at Siena is the "most typical 
town hall of Italy." 

Some morning yon will start from Siena for one of 
tbe strangest towns on earth, San Qimignano. After 
a short railway ride you leave tbe train at Porei- 
bonsi and drive over tbe hills about eight miles to this 
"city of beautiful towers." Here is unquestionably 
tbe most medieval thii^ in Italy, not a city that 
looks precisely as of old, as does that dear little 
town of Montepulciano, where I want you to go and 
know yon won't, for San Gimignano is dying, 
has been dying these many years, so that within 
tbe circuit of her walls that once upon a time de- 
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fended Mty tlionsand people, only four thousand 
live to-day. Bot a better prea^itment none the less 
of what a city-state of medieval Italy was like. For 
Ban OimignaJio was once a power and foug:ht her 
wars and made ber treaties and maintained her em- 
bassies in other towns, with the bravest and best of 
them. And here remain unchanged all those civic 
tmildings that once housed an independent political 
life, and those palaces where her nobles lived and 
OT^ which they built those monstrous towers which 
made each palace a fort, towers that yet make her sky- 
line the most surprising yon have ever seen, and 
which shadow her empty streets as a nightmare fol- 
lows you in sleep. 

It is these towers that make of San Gimignano the 
most picturesque and the strai^est town in the pen* 
insula, and therefore had yon better miss much else 
than this. And as the medieval environment still 
persists, so remains the medieval mind, for to-day, 
as for centuries, the life of the place is dominated by 
the memory of Saint Fina, that little girl who be- 
lieving she shoold snfFer for the mere thought of some 
uncommitted childish sin, lay down upon a plank and 
there remained until finally death came, and saint- 
hood. So if you can bnt talk to these simple, kindly 
folk who live thus remote from the stress of modem 
life and thought you will catch the medieval point of 
view, as is fitting, here in the most medieval of atmos- 
pheres. 

Prom this city of the towers yon can drive in three 
hours to Volterra, thereby going back of medievaliam 



hyGoo^le 



170 FINDIKQ THE WOBTH-WUILE IH EUBOFE 

and back of Borne, for Yolterra vas a dty of tliat 
Etroscan civilization that flourished in Italy before 
the world knew Borne. I expected much of this an- 
cient city with its vast walls of such great age, and 
its golden gates through which such different civiliza- 
tions have come and gone, and frankly I was disap- 
pointed. Poverty Bits within her streets, and they are 
dreary with an age that has passed on into dec^. 
She is old and desolate to death. But who does not 
want, after all, to see a city older than the Empress 
of the World, and so I am glad I drove to her moun- 
tain 8troI^:hold. If yon get an early start from San 
Oimignano yon will have plenty of time to gain an im- 
pression of Volterra and make the late afternoon 
train for Pisa fifty miles away — ^fifty miles, that is, 
from the station, which is seven miles down the 
mountain side from the town itself. 

At Pisa it is like coming into another world. Tha 
town is conunonplace and comfortable with a great 
modem hotel that is, in a way, thoroughly English, 
and where yon are made to feel very much at home 
with the latest Mail and the Paris edition of the 
Berald. You would not come to Pisa at all were it 
not for those "three white marvels on the grass" as 
Symonds calls the Baptistry, the cathedral and the 
leaning tower, all grouped together, with the whits 
tombed Gampo Santo for a background. They are 
absolutely unearthly in their beauty. And there they 
are, grouped altc^ther in the midst of the dullest 
town in Italy. You cannot describe them. How can 
anybody describe that marble miracle of the Bap- 
tistry; or the delicacy of the great cat^Lodral front i 
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or that miraculous tower that swims so dizzily a^ainfit 
the blue sky ; or the wealth of art that has marked for 
its own the tombs of that strange cemetery. But go 
there I 

There are two ways to Florence from Pisa ; one is 
forty-eight miles and the other sixty-two. We will 
take the latter because the longest way round is al' 
ways the best way there — in Italy — tuod because that 
way lies Lucca where we are going to stop, partly 
because her old w&Us present so appealing a picture, 
and partly because she is very beautiful within. Old 
stained glass is always worth a pilgrimage, and in the 
cathedral there is glass of the fourteen hundreds that 
is beautiful as poetry. Moreover there are mosaics 
and paintings and statues in all her churches and 
public buildings that weU repay the visitor, and best 
of all is the picture of the city's beauty, framed by 
the blue mountatos and emphasized by those great 
walls of hers and the towers that rise above. 

An hour or two from Lucca and you are in Flor- 
ence. Tou will like it. Its grim palaces with win- 
dowless lower story and the iron rings in the walls 
where once the torches blazed of nights; the beauti- 
ful shops with their marbles and jewels; the queer 
bridge across the Amo all built over with houses, like 
London Bridge before it tumbled down; the exquisite 
cathedral with its tower that lifts so grandly from 
the earth ; and that other tower that seems to me the 
most beantilul in the world that soars aloft above 
the Palazzo Yeccbio. But the story of Florence and 
her charms is too long to tell; read your Baedeker and 
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any one of the many books that have been well 
written about this famous city. 

It is a long ride of more than 200 miles from Flor- 
ence to MUan, and Milan is redeemed from the dull- 
ness of most big cities only by its cathedral. On 
three different visits I have tried to be impressed by 
the exterior of this gigantic building, because one 
feels he owes a duty to the famous things of the 
world. I have individualized scane of the two thou- 
sand statues, I have waited around it, and I have 
climbed to the roof, but still I am really unable to 
enjoy it. But within I There is nothing in the world 
to approach it It makes you gasp as does a dash of 
cold water when first you see the marvel of its splen- 
dor, the glory of its great spaces rich with the 
glowing color of painted glass and the softer but 
even more beautiful tones of its shadowed walls and 
columns. To come here alone and sit quietly for an 
afternoon watching the ever-changing lights and 
shades, is an exaltation. 

But this is all in Milan I have ever found to enjoy, 
and I have always wanted to hurry away to the south, 
or to the lakes of the north where our journey now 
takes us. 

From Milan to Como you go in an hour, and at the 
quaint village of that name that gathers in a fold of 
the mountains at the foot of Lake Como, the tour of 
the Italian Lakes may be made to begin. Between the 
range of semi-mountains possii^ east and west 
through central Italy, and the foothills of the Alps 
that lie east and west along the northern bonnd- 
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ary is the great plain of Lombardy; to the sonth of 
this mid-r^on are those wonderful hill towns, and 
to the north that chain of lakes, concededly the most 
beautiful in the world. Lake Garda, far to the east, 
■we have already seen, and Lake Garda is to all in- 
tents and purposes an Italian lake even though she 
borders at the north on Auatriali territory, for her 
color, her atmosphere, her life, are all of Italy. 

Between Garda and Como are two mnch smaller 
lakes, tiny Idro and somewhat lai^r Iseo. The first 
is far from the railroad and nobody ever goes there, 
but it lies most beautifully in a hoUow of the bills, 
and on its banks are peaceful little villages where 
peasant life moves quietly, all indifferent to the out- 
side world. If yon have just the right temperament 
yoa will love this little lake and the simple life 
about it, but it would be a dai^erons experiment for 
me to recommend it to the average man. Should you 
redly want to go however, take a train at Como and 
leave it at Brescia, seventy-seven miles away, a town, 
by the way, that many people regard as among the 
most delightfal in Italy, and from where yoa can 
drive in a few hours to Idro. 

And, too, if you wish to visit Lake Iseo yon start 
from Como and change at Beigamo, forty miles away, 
to a branch line that brings you in a couple of hours 
to Samico where you take steamer for the ride of 
fifteen miles down the lake to Lovere where there is a 
good hotel and where yon should make your head- 
quarters. 

Like Idro, Lake Iseo is off the tourist track, but the 
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mountauis rise higher round its northern end; many 
islands add to its beauty, and over it all is a sense 
of aloofness that many of us like. But if you don't 
care for these excursions to the east, then look 
around Como a little while, particularly at its odd 
church, and buy some silk blankets of endurii:^ 
beauty and incredible cheapness, and take the after- 
noon boat for your journey up the lake. "Where 
to make your headquarters is a matter of violent 
disagreement among all travelers, who are in accord 
only on one thing, and that is that it should not 
be at the village of Como, Personally, I prefer Bel- 
lagio, where there is a delightful little hotel over- 
hangii^ the water, and where they give you a room 
with a balcony and a glorious view, and serve you 
well-cooked meals in a garden right on the et^e of 
the lake, and all for coupons that cost yon $1.85 a 
day. Of course there is anoflier hotel, big and fussy, 
where yott can spend three times that much, if that 
adds to your enjoyment 

Como is shaped like a tuning fork, (md just where 
the lake divides, and blue Como goes to the west 
and green Lecco to the east, there at the base of a 
lofty peninsula lie the arcaded streets of' Bellagio. 
Up the steep bill runs one street of little steps all 
aflame with the bright silk blankets piled in front of 
the shops, and at the top of this street you eome 
into a wonderful garden of palms and roses and tall 
pointed cypress trees, where by the way is another 
hotel with a terrace where you can take your after- 
noon tea and look abroad ov^ a great landscape 
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of moimtaiti8 with white villages on their siinunits 
or clinging to their flanks, and the sweep of the lake 
below. Up to the villages yon can see the white 
roods twist, and some day I am goii^ back just to 
follow those roads that posh so enticingly over the 
-hills to that always interesting spot, the just be- 
yond. To the north the snow moontaina rise, that 
come more distinctly into view after you leave the 
terrace and climb farther throngh the woods, nntil 
at the very top yoa get a view of both branches of 
the lake, the naked rocks of the mountains to the 
east, and the dimmer shapes of the great northern 
peaks. Over all this beautiful view is drawn a faint 
veil of glorious color, that magic mist which Italy 
always wraps about her to add a warmth and touch 
of mystery to her exquisite form. 

There is nothing somber about Como, for gay villas 
in gayer gardens are everywhere; and villages that 
seem always bright and where the villagers are aU 
ways happy. Best of all are the nameless little towns 
where the fishing boats are drawn up at the quay, 
and the church tower is mirrored in the water, and 
the idlers laugh on the shore. Of interest, too, are 
the huge baizes with big, square sails that slowly 
move with the wind, and even the steamers that bustle 
back and forth have a certain romance, for do they 
not go always to the beautiful and unknown places 
at all of which you long to stayl 

From Bellagio, when ready to depart, you cross 
the lake to Menace, and take a curious little narrow- 
gst^ road that climlM, amid views of ever-increa»- 
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ing splendor, tbe monutain that separates Como from 
Ls^e Lugano. And mid-way you come upon a silent 
little lake, where tall reeda grow on the margin, and 
where from a hill on the opposite bank looks down 
the most picturesque little church imaginable, all com- 
posing into a view that concentrates all Italy into 
one small picture yon can put away in your memory 
and never forget. 

In eight miles the railway leaves you at Porlezza 
where a steamer takes you down the lake to the charm- 
ing town of Lugano that e^ea the wat«r below the 
great hills. Now Lugano town is not in Italy at all, 
bat in Switzerland, though nobody ever realizes it, 
80 it really doesn't matter. Here, too, you can bo 
very comfortable in an inn by the lake if you use the 
oonpons that cost $1.85 a day, and here, too, are 
great hotels whrae yon can spend any amount of 
money yon desire and be thonght much of as a rich 



More than half the charm of Lake Lugano lies 
not in the richness of her landscape, great though 
that assuredly is, but in the villages that rest in the 
hot sun upon her shores, or hide themselves nnder'the 
trees that cover her mountain sides. Take a boat 
some morning and leave it at the first village yon 
come to that looks alluring. Loaf through its streets, 
loui^ on its quay, watch the people at work or at 
idleness; get the black-eyed, red-cheeked children to 
laugh at yon, and watch them as they play, for they 
are graceful as kittens. Drive or walk to the distant 
Tillages yon get glimpses of foom the steamer's decka 
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and idle away an afternoon, for thus yon come to a 
perception of Italy that all the Boman forums and 
mnseamB and art galleries can never give yoa. 
"What's the nse of atudying a painted picture, when 
a lovelier one, and alive, is waiting for yoa out-of- 
doors 1 

Ton can, from the end of the Lake, go up Mount 
Generoso on a rack and pinion railway if yon want 
to, in company with a lot of people precisely such 
as you see every day at home, and hear them talk 
of where you can best buy ostrich feathers in Paris, 
and of how much they always pay for gloves, and if 
it is a good day you will have a view that will make 
yon dizzy, and if it is not a cood day, as it probably 
won't be, yoa will sit and shiver and wish you were 
home. 

And please dont regard Lugano as jost merely a 
place to stay, but explore its old market place where 
the children patter about in queer wooden sandals, 
and see its arcaded streets, and climb up to the rail* 
way station just for the view, and row out on the 
lake, and be happy. 

From Ceresio, at the foot of Lugano an electric 
railroad takes you in an hour to Varese on the lake 
of that name. Not so imposing as the others of the 
group, there is no need to linger unless it appeals to 
you, but the journey this way to Lake Maggiore is 
certainly attractive. It is bnt fourteen miles, a de- 
lightful fourteen miles, on to Laveno, on the shore of 
Maggiore, largest lake of them all and with a broad 
beauty, and esquisiteneBa of color, and here and there 
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emphatio bits of loveliness that make yon long for 
mneli time for exploration. Here again there is sure 
to be heated discussion over the town where head- 
quarters sboold be made. Stresa is unqnestionablf 
the most popular and the most fashionable, and I have 
heard people condemn as of do understanding those 
who would stop anywb«% but at Baveno, while as 
for me I would never dream of going anywhere but 
to Pallanza and to that certain rather modest priced 
hotel that has a little garden on the lake; for Pallanza 
among its palms and magnolias, and its one great 
campanOe rising among them, is the most lovable 
little town imaginable. I frankly admit there is noth- 
ing there but just the town and its beauty, and the 
far view of blue, snow-streaked Monte Bosa from 
that said little garden by the lake. Not a single 
"attraction" that I know of except the Borromean 
Isles to which you row, and which are so wonderfully 
picturesque to explore. Isola Bella, with its vine- 
clad buildings by the shore, and those marvelous 
gardens where grow all the trees of all the climes, 
and where the great white peacock comes down the 
terrace steps — at least he did when I was there, and 
in 1911 I heard that he still was well. And that 
other little island of the fishermen, where the nets 
are spread to dry, and a real and vital worship goes 
on in the white towered church, and life does not 
seem hard even for the very poor. How yoa will love 
the ride up and down the lake, when the steamer 
makes for the little harbors of gayly painted villages 
where it seems as if everybody was always cheerfolf 
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or sails into vievs of great mountains where the 
gnows lie white, or puts ont into mid-lake where all 
the shores take on that soft splendor of color never 
seen out of Italy. 

When you pass on into Switzerland 70a will never 
T^ret it if instead of goiz^ direct from Fallanza, 
yon drive over to Lake Orta from Arona, and spend 
the afternoon and the night in the bamlet of Orta, 
stoppiDg, let US say, at the Belvedere, the hotel with 
the beautiful view. Personally I would stay a day 
and a half and make every one of those excursions 
of which Baedeker tells, and all which are extremely 
interesting and worth while. 

A branch railroad connects Orta with Domodos- 
sola, where I stayed overnight once in a most wonder- 
ful old inn with a history, where there are dm^eons 
under the floor, and thousands of wistaria bloBsoma 
glorifying the interior of the courtyard, and here 
you connect with the express from Milan that will 
take you through the Simplon tunnel and leave yon 
at Viap, in Switzerland, in an hour and a half. 
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BWITZESIjAND 

SWITZEBLANB ia the most difficult country in 
Europe to write of with brevity and darity, and 
I have never yet read 8 book that treated the subject 
in a manner that was satisfactory. Perhaps this is 
because it is all scenery, and description of jost mere 
landscape into which there fails to enter the human 
element, either of historic asaociation or present in- 
terest, never conveys any very clearly defined im- 
pression to the reader. And more than anywhere 
else in Europe this human element is lacking in 
Switzerland. Elsewhere stately castles tell impres- 
sively their stories of ancient days and ancient wtQ^ 
bnt Switzerland is not a land of castles, for being a 
republic for centuries there was no class of feudal 
barons dominant by strength of stronghold, or of a 
subservient peiksantry to gather their humbler homes 
aroond tiie fortress on the rock. 

Here and there, of coarse, are exceptions, of which 
the castle of the former counts of GmySres in the 
unfrequented picture town of that name, is the most 
interesting example. But even this is more ch&teaa 
than castle, and throt^hout the country there is little 
that givea evidence of the romantic days that sorely 
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nmst have existed here as well as elsewhere, nothii^ 
to compare at all with those tremendously effective 
piles of neigbhoring Tyrol, the land of castles, or of 
the not far distant Bavarian highlands, where life 
of the olden time, though lived in such proximity, 
was passed under such different conditions. 

It will be seen, therefore, that there is lacking at 
the very outset one of the chief features that dis- 
tinguish so generally the picturesque landscape abroad 
from the picturesque landscape at home. Mjssii^, 
too, is that sense of foreignness that the presence of 
a native race with costumes and customs that differ 
from our own gives to so much of Europe. There 
are, of course, native Swiss, but they are so crowded 
by the enormous itifluT of visitors who perpetually 
make of Switzerland the most crowded spot on earth, 
that the tourist seldom sees them, and never in sudi 
8 way that they become an integral part of his im- 
pressions. Never, except in some few remote towns 
(and they are amazingly few) where the foreigner 
has not yet come. 

Then, too, the architecture is everywhere very much 
conventionalized. In Lucerne are some old frescoed 
houses, and a trace. of old walls and towers, and of 
course that old, covered bridge; and Berne and Fri- 
bourg are still interesting, but the nation prides it- 
self on being " up to date," and the dominajit rec- 
ollection of architectural features that the traveler 
brings away with him is of innumerable, vast, baru- 
like hotels. 

For all these reasons traveling in Switzerland is 
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more like jonnieyiDg amoi^ our own mountaiiiB, snd 
less like being abroad, than is travel in any other re- 
gion I know of. The country, moreover, is so thor- 
oughly organized on the plan of a gigantic exhibition, 
that it is difficult to feel anywhere that you are not 
examining some fenced-in wonder that you have paid 
an entrance fee to see. This feeling is emphasized 
by the swarms of people from every nation who 
dutifully pass np and down the eonntry looking at 
things precisely as yon are doii^. Every little water- 
fall is advertised ; every mountain that by any amount 
of ingenuity can be scaled by mountain railway has 
its hotel on top; every remote village is exploited; 
from the grandest Alps to the moat insignificant ham- 
let the whole country is on parade. And every nook 
and corner is crowded with ita own special adherents 
who proclaim its local charms to be superior to all 
others, eo if I should attempt to guide the reader to 
all the del^hts of this land of s^hts, I would have 
to write of it a volume instead of a chapter. 

Not content with converting their country into the 
world's summer playground, these enterprising people 
have now succeeded in creating a continuous perform- 
ance by making people believe that the thing to do 
in winter is to go where it is colder yet, and where 
the snows are still deeper; so now we find the same 
crowds blinking in the winter sunshine that throng 
her ways in the summer. I have never been there 
in the winter, and I never shall, for why anyone 
wants to be cold at any time is for me one of life's 
unsolved n^^ries. 
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Switzerland has beautiful sceneir, and a vast deal 
of it, for as someone has said, if it was flattened ont 
it would cover the map of Europe. It is emphatically 
the place for the man who libes bis beauty with his 
accustomed environment; the conventional man to 
whom comfort and cleanliness are paramount, for the 
whole country presents the appearance of having 
been jnst put in order for yon, and is very spick-and- 
span and immaculate with the best and most moderate 
priced hotels in the world ; and yon can have every- 
thing gnat as at home, and be very, very comfortable 
in the midst of superb moontains and lakes; and I 
have no doubt at all that many, many people will 
say, "And what more does one want!" For the man 
who feels like that Switzerland is of all the lands of 
Europe precisely the place where he should go. 

Coming np from the Italian Lakes by the Simplon 
route, a change of cars is made at Visp to a branch 
line that takes you to Zermatt for a view of that 
most startling of all mountains, the Matterhom. The 
route that I would follow from there circles through 
Switzerland, showing you most of what all travelers 
prefer. Returning to Visp from Zermatt, and goii^ 
west by the main line, a change is made to another 
branch line at Martigny for the journey to Chamonix, 
the center for Mt. Blanc. Back to Mart^y the main 
line is again followed to Montreaux or Lansanne (I 
prefer the former) on Lake Geneva. From here north 
to Fribourg and on to Berne. Thence east direct 
to Lucerne, to Zug and to Zurich, and south to Coire. 
Thence west by rail and carriage (or diligence) to 
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the Bhone Glader via Andermatt, or, if the tonr can 
be lengthened, aa by all means it should, from Coire 
south to St. Moritz and Pontresina, from there taking 
the great loop to the south and west by Chiavenna 
and Splogen and on to Beichenaa just to the veet 
of Coire, and thence to the Bhone Glacier. From 
the Qlacier (Oletscb, the little village is called on 
the map) you proceed to Meirii^^ and Interlaken, 
from where, after the many beautifol excursions in 
the neighborhood, you come back to Lake Genera by 
tbe electric line through Ch&tean d' Oes and Mont- 
boven, running up from the latter town to Grayferea 
if you -want to lodk at the quaintest town in Switzer^ 
land. 

The ticket for this round should be either a thir^ 
day one, which will cost, second-class (not including 
diligence or carriage), about twenty dollars, or else 
a "combined ticket," dther of which yon will find 
it convenient to purchase through Cook, or the Ameri- 
can Agency of the Swiss Federal Railways. 

To go back now to where we leave the main line 
of railroad at Yisp. The branch that takes yon into 
the overwhelming presence of the Matterhom is only 
twenty-two miles long, but two hours is conSomed in 
the trip, so tremendous are the grades. Nearer and 
nearer the train brings you to the great snow peaks 
that gather round the valley's end, and occasional 
glimpses are bad of the glaciers that come from their 
heights. Green valleys with peaceful villages lie in 
the depths between the towering walls and there the 
wonderful flowers of Switzerland are always Moom- 
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ing in the sight <^ the bdowb. Zermatt has now lost 
in the confusion of crowds and huge hotels that charm 
of isolation that once so distinguished it, bnt there 
are yet quiet wal^ throi^h the woods and pastures 
where you can be alone, as yon should be, while gazing 
on that white miracle that hangs in the blue sky al- 
most two miles above you. Separated from the range, 
no other mountain on earth looks so high, so awful, 
■o majestic. Indeed I believe the Matterhom is easily 
the most impressiTe sight in the world. 

I ought to say in this connection that the lure of 
mountain climbing briogB many people to Switzer- 
land, as to Tyrol, and that Zermatt is a recognized 
center of this sport. It is a subject, however, on 
which I am not qualified to offer advice, nor any si^* 
gestion beyond the fact that plans should be made 
only in consultation with an official guide to whom 
you can be recommended by the travelers' bureau, 
branches of which are to be found in all parts of the 
conntry, 

A very easy venture in mountain scaling can be, 
and by all means should be, made from Zermatt, and 
that is the eZcursioQ up the Gomer Orat by means of 
the railway that now circles to its summit. Once 
here, at an altitude of over 9,000 feet, yon are sur- 
roonded by a vast panorama of snow covered peaks, 
and glacier filled valleys, while directly before you 
the Matterhom go^ up and up. Zincke, in his 
"Month in Switzerland," says; "Here yon have 
what is said to be the finest Alpine view in Europe." 

I^eaving Zermtt in the morning yon r^ach 
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Martigny before noon, and Chamoniz in a little more 
thSD two hours thereafter. But if I were yon I would 
make a stop of two hours or so at Sion, one of the 
most pictoreaqQe little places imaginable, on its two 
twin hills, in which event you would get to Chamoniz 
about eii^t in the evening. 

Tou will recall that I brought this way the traveler 
who come down through France, and that it is also 
the way by which we are to seek the south and the 
Riviera, bo that anyone intending to follow literally 
the plan of this book would pass it by for the present 
and go directly from Zermatt to Montreauz, paufdng 
here on his retam from Switzerland. 

What Zermatt is to the Matterhom, Chamoniz is 
to Mont Blanc. Here, too, the little village is sub- 
merged by the great hotels, and its native population 
of a few hundred is entirely lost sight of in the great 
shuffle of the crowds. But here, too, is beauty of 
valley and mountain, and an excursion too that is 
world famous, the day's trip to Montanvert and the 
Mer de Glace, over which ice field it is the proper 
thing to walk. No guides are supposed to be necessary 
for this little tour, but just the same I should have 
one. 

A BIX hours' journey is required to take you from 
Chamonix to Montreaux on Lake Qeneva. There ia 
a quiet hotel with a pretentious name here, overlook- 
ing the lake and good enough to satisfy any but the 
most luxurious taste, where Cook's $1.85 a day cou- 
pons are accepted, and where, on payment of a frano 
or two extra^ I was ^ven a most comfortable corn^ 
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room with broad windows looking oat upon a most 
{prions view. 

There is something very compelling in Lake Geneva, 
that holds you day after day. Often lavender mists 
hide the opposite shores except where, high in air, 
peaks ribbed with snow now and then appear and 
disappear in startling fashion. There are so many 
walks that rest you by their still beauty; so many 
excursions to be taken up lofty mountain sides; so 
many rides upon the lake to the famed towns along 
the ^ore, that the days slip into a week before yoa 
even think of goii^. 

A tram ear takes yon in half an hour to the Castle 
of Chillon, and unlike much else of which the poets 
have sung, here lurks no disappointment. Pictur- 
esque within and without, it is exactly what it ought 
to be, satis^dug alike to one's historic and artistic 
anticipations. 

Prom Lake Geneva the railroad climbs up to Pri- 
boarg and in an hour or so you seem la a different 
country from that which frii^es the lakeside with its 
garnished towns and modem villas and hotels. If old 
Switzerland yet lurks anywhere it is here and at 
Berne. Prom the surrounding hills Pribourg pre- 
sents a very medieval picture, a medley of gables 
upon steep hillsides, an ancient tower or two still 
itandii^, and over all the dominant bulk of the 
cathedral A suspension bridge connects the two 
parts of the town the river separates, and up and down 
th« steep slopes the streets zigzag in curious and in- 
teresting fashion. 
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In the market place a lime tree has been growing 
near five hundred years, ever spreading farther and 
farther abov« the ehildren who for bo many genera- 
tions have played there, its long and twisted branches 
that are now upheld by stone posts. They say that 
centuries ago when some great battle was in pn^resa 
all the people gathered here waiting news of the re- 
Bnlt, and that a wounded soldier spurring from the 
field with newa of victory was thrown from his horse 
and clutching a limb of a nearby lime tree to break 
his fall, a twig came off in his hand. Still clasping 
it he struggled on afoot till reaching Uie market place 
he cried, "Victory, victory," and fell dying among 
the crowd. His monument is now this vast tree, for 
they planted here the little twig he carried, and here 
it is growing yet 

If Fribourg is medieval, so is Berne, reached in 
an hour, and not only medieval but beautiful, making 
■ a rare picture in ita setting of distant mountains and 
immediate forests and meadows. Here the old archi- 
tecture persists more than elsewhere, and wide over- 
hanging roofs shade narrow streets, and arcaded ways 
suggest Italy and antiquity. Around the rock on 
which the city stands a river sweeps, and in the 
broader streeta play many fountains, some of which 
are ancient of days, and of that beauty those artists 
of old could so well impart. 

Three old gates are all that are left of the walls 
of Berne, and one is that famous clock tower that 
always comes first to mind as the most characteristic 
bit of this most charming city of Switzerland. 
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To Luceni« you go in a couple of hoars, and Laceme 
is beantifal becatise of the lake that is aloDg the leafy 
circle of its promenade, and because of splendid 
Konnt Pilatus that lifts its perfect form in unin- 
terrupted view hefore it. And Lucerne is interestii^ 
because of its queer bridge, from the rafters of which 
yet bang those old and faded paintings; because of 
the curiously decorated houses in the market; and 
because of its few remaining walls and towers. But 
Lucerne is not a place to love, it is so very modern, 
so very fashionable; yet it is a comfortable center 
for pleasant rides upon the lake, and pleasant rides 
along the shore and back throngh the valleys and 
the woods. 

It is from here that everybody goes up the Bigi 
to stay all night and see the sun rise in the shivery 
dawn. Two visits have I made Lucerne, but though 
I may make many more never will I see the sun rise 
there, or anywhere else if I can help it. For one 
thing the sun always rises too early, and more deters 
rent yet, it is always cold on a mountain top. 

Lucerne to Zug is only eighteen miles by the direct 
line of the railway, though a more popular route is 
to go from Lucerne by boat to Vitznau, changing here 
to the railroad up the Bigi, and descending by the 
railway on the other side, requiring but three hours 
for the ascent and descent, and bringing you out to 
hake Zug at Arth where a steamer is waitii^ to take 
you to the village of Zag. The lake is more compact 
in form than Lucerne, and possesses a distinguishii^ 
cbarm of its own, the moontains gatherii^ arounct 
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its Bontbern shores, and green fields and nui^ for- 
ests covering the hills to the north. 

In this mountain district of Europe comprising 
Switzerland, Tyrol and the still more eastern Alps 
of Austria, there long prevailed a custom of gathering 
the dead into chamel houses, "bone houses" they an 
called by some, and here at Zug, in St. Michael's 
church, ia a great heap of labeled skulls. These moanr 
taineers were ever democratic 

When ready to leave Zug, the train takes yon to 
Zurich in an hour. Here is really the garden city 
of Switzerland, bright, cheerful, clean with a irbole- 
someness that always, when yon come upon it from 
the steamer's deck, suggests the school boy with his 
"bright and shining face." Zurich alwi^rs seems 
juat starting ont, not yet touched by the beat and 
play of the day. And yet this very modernity that 
makes the city such a happy sort of place to stay, has 
after all destroyed its greatest charm, for not so long 
ago they tore down the old walla and planted fiowera 
and trees where once they stood. It was vandalism, 
and unnecessary, for Rotiienbni^, for instance, is 
JQst as wholesome and bright as Zurich, and yet her 
old walls still remain, and thereby give to her a fas- 
cination that no modem town, or town that even looks 
modem, can ever have. Enrope, for her own sake as 
well as onrs, should learn the lesson that we Amer- 
icans have at home most modem sarroundings, and 
that when we travel elsewhere it is in search of the 
things we have not But Switzerland has sinned past 
r^emption; she has persistently destroyed every 
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charm she could; and even her beautiful landscapes, 
which are inevitably safe, have been blotted hj the 
ogliest, even if the most comfortable hotels in the 
world. 

So Zorich smiles very, very blandly at yon and 
saya, ' ' See my nice new buildings, my Aquarium, my 
Zoo and my public gardens." Still there are some 
few interesting bits left in a few arcaded streets and 
ancient houses, and in spite of her destructive wa^ 
you can't help but half love the town after all 

Her lake, too, is the most enchanting in Switzer- 
land. The stem mountains have gone back into the 
background, where mountains really belong, and a 
serenity and composure and peaeefulness take the 
place of the majesty and the somewhat exciting beanty 
of Lucerne. 

By far the most picturesqae spot on the lake is 
at the other extremity ^m Zurich, where a veritable 
medieval picture is presented by the fascinating town 
of Bapperswil, looking down on the still waters from 
the hill up which it is so closely buUt, topped by a 
castle that adds to the scene just the touch needed 
to make it perfection. When leaving Zurich it is best 
to take the steamer to Bapperswil, going on from 
there in less than an hour by rail to Weesen at the 
head of Lake Wallensee, a lake for those who like 
solemn and majestic scenery. And from Weesen I 
would drive up to the unfrequented village of Amden 
which perches dizzily far above, and which is as much 
off the beaten track as any place can be in Switzer- 
land, 
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Leaving Weesen just before noon you will be in 
fashionable St. Morit^ at the very eastern edge of 
the country, in time for dinner, after a journey 
throagh breathless gorges, along appalling cMs and 
over mountain passes that seem unconquerable. Yon 
know it is only us modems who profess a liking for 
this sort of thing, for to the early travelers moun- 
tains were disagreeable incidents to be overcome aa 
soon as possible, and many is the book of travel writ- 
ten before the last hundred years that inveighs 
against the gloomy borror of the Alps and even the 
lesser hiUs of Wales. I am not at all sure that I 
have yet acquired this cultivated taste, for I never 
conld accept a mountain for a personal friend in the 
way one does with a lake, or a smooth flowing bit of 
river where the trees grow by the banks and the cattle 
come to drink. They call it the Engadine, this south- 
eastern comer of Switzerland, and both at St. Moritz 
and at the nearby village of Pontresina you are well 
over a mile bigb, while the not distant glaciera cool 
the temperature of the sunniest day. Snow storms 
in mid-September are not unusual, and it is oitirely 
too cold for comfort before July. Indeed, it is as 
winter resorts that these towns of the Engadine are 
most frequently sought, all sorts of winter sports being 
organized on an immense scale for those wbo like 
sucb frigid pastimes. 

But in spite of its short seasons and great elevation 
the Engadine is one of the most charming of the 
varied regions of Switzerland. The many valleys are 
of vivid greenness, orchards abound, and flowers iQ 
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astonishing variety literally carpet the fields and 
woods. Life aeeniB different in this more sequestered 
region, the villages are quainter and more unspoiled, 
and on picturesque crags old castles look out upoD 
the moTintainB or gather the little towns around them 
iu quite the Tyrolean way. Fewer people come her«, 
once you leave St. Moritz and PontreEona behind, and 
it is entirely possible to feel that you are in a foreign 
land. 

From St. Moritz you go by diligence or private 
carriage to Chiavenna, and thence by the same 
method over the wonderful Splugen Pass to Thusia 
where you take the railway to Beichenau, whence you 
continue on your way as outlined earlier in this 
chapter. 

Stop for the first n^ht after leaving St. Moritz 
at Sils-Maria, one of the most delightful villages to 
be found anywhere, sitoated on the Sils lake with a 
great view of precipitous mountain peaks. The nezt 
day yon can reach Chiavenna, and on the morrow 
you can cover in about ten hours the road over the 
Splugen Pass to Thnsis. This road is one of the most 
noted in all the mountains, passing through the Vis 
Mala, a dai^ defile nearly four miles long and of 
extreme narrowness with precipitous sides of rock 
that rise a thoosand feet or more above the roadway 
that, in torn, hangs hundreds of feet above the md- 
ii^ stream that tears along below. The sommit of 
the Splugen Pass is not so h^^h as are some of the 
other passes into Italy, but many believe that none 
approaches this in grandeur. As one writer puts i^ 
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"the Splogeu Pan is truly the most magnificent road 
over the Alps." 

From Tbnsis to Beichenaa is the joomey of an 
hoar or so, ever; moment of which ia made interest- 
ing by the beautiful pictnres continually composiag 
of castle, ancient village, green valleys and snowy 
moontaitt peaks, for here is the very heart of the En- 
gadine. From here to Andermatt yon may travel by 
the newest railroad in Switzerland, expected to be 
completed for the summer travel of 1913. Even if 
the early visitor finds the last few miles unfinished, 
he can easily, by the help of the diligence, reach 
Andermatt in a day. 

From Andermatt the drive to Gletach, where tiie 
visit to the Bhone Glacier is made, will take half a 
day. This ride orer the Fnrka Pass, and on down 
two thousand feet into the vast hollow of the moon- 
taina into which the enormous cataract of ice seems 
literally to pour, is to the writer far more impres- 
sive, because so absolutely unique, than any other 
drive in Switzerland, perhaps in the world. It is 
not beautiful, but it is thriUit^ and it is awfol. The 
summit of the pass is 8,000 feet above the sea level, 
and when driving it in July the road in places was 
sunk between snow banks the tops of which were 
level with the carriage sealz. From a hotel at the 
edge of the glacier's crest there is an overwhelming 
view of the huge Alps all a-glitter in the sun, from 
the tops of which we saw streamers of wind-blown 
snow float like white banners. Two thousand feet 
directly below lies the curious bowl-shaped vall^ 
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Bcooped out by the ice. Just at your right drops 
down the glacier into that vast depression; a half a 
mile across and 2,000 feet in height is the fall of this 
frozen marvel. In seven gigantic zigzags the white 
road leaps down to the bottom, a road that fills yoa 
with horror to look npon and terror to pass over; 
but in the tiny village a mile or bo from the glacier's 
foot, a good inn is waiting with blazing fires a-crackle 
in the fireplaces and a sense of comfort that is very 
grateful after that nightmare ride down those seven 
dizzy zigzags. The walk out to the glacier is a hard 
one but will never be regretted. There, from a 
cavern in the great ice wall, the white Rhone comes 
forth, a very river at ita birth, and yon can put your 
hand upon the cold precipice within which it is bora 
But coming back to the hotel you realize with a 
certain chill of dread that the only way out of the 
pit in which you are is to climb over those other white 
zigzags that on the slopes ahead of yoa mark the 
road to Meiringen and Interlaken; bnt so it is, and 
thither on the morrow yon must take your way. 
From Meiringen the railway and steamer bring yoa 
to Interlaken, the center of the most interesting and 
most spoiled district of Switzerland. Crowds are 
everywhere, and the peasants have become nuisances 
with their perpetual begging devices, but the region 
round about is unsurpassed in natural beauty, and 
the journey along the marvelous Jungfrau is an ex- 
perience that can never be forgotten, even if you 
agree with me in not feeling any especial affection 
for mountains. 



hyGoo^le 



IM FINDINO THE WOBTH-WUILE IS EUBOFB 

First of all I should explore tlie two lakes and thB 
intereetmg towns along the abco-es, going for one 
place to Tlmn for an afternoon's trip, and for an- 
other to pietoresqiie Oberhofen vith its castl^ one of 
the few Swiss castles that does not seem like a make- 
beliere. After that I should take that most wonder^ 
fol excursion in Enn^, or anywhere else for that 
matter. Take the railway that leads to Sweilnt- 
Bffhingn, nlmngtii g there to the train that goes on to 
Grindelwald where the afternoon can be deli^tfolly 
passed, goii^ on by late train to Scheidegg for the 
night in order to get an early train out in the morn- 
ing on the wonderfol Jm^fran railway. This aston- 
ishing engineering achievement, without parallel in 
the world, takes you up and up into the very frozen 
heart of this Queen of the Alps. To describe the 
view, to analyze one's sensations is impossible, but 
you come away awed and silent. 

Changing cars at Scheidegg, the railroad brings 
you to Lauterbrunnen, hid away from the world in its 
exquisite valley cut so deep among the mountains that 
not until noon of a winter's day does the son look 
npon it from over the edges of the impending cliffs. 
"Nothii^ but Waterfalls" is the literal meaning of 
this name, and more than thirty silvery streams leap 
from the precipices to be turned to water dust long 
before they reach the ground. Most beautiful of 
them all, if seen when the stream is anywhere near 
full, is the Staubbach which throws its veil of mist 
from a wall of rock near a thousand feet above the 
valley floor. Do not hurry away from this strange 
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valley of the waters but apend at least a day in ez- 
plorii^ its beanties. 

Another mountain railway lifts the traveler in 
about an hour to that shelf upon the mountains where 
clings the little town of Mnrren, from which, as from 
an open window, you look forth upon a stupendous 
groupiiUE of mountains, of glaciers, of perpetual 
snows, and of the far, fair valley deep below. So 
far as natural surroundings are concerned Mnrren 
is one of the most picturesque towns of Europe, nor 
is the ride up to it, unfolding every moment a view 
of more and more absorbing interest, surpassed by 
any other, save that journey along the mighty Jong- 
frau. There are so many points of view around the 
village that a day at least should be spent here. And 
Interlaken is but two hours away. 

Not long ago the Montreaux-Oberland-Bemois 
electric line was opened through the midst of the Ber- 
nese Oberland. On this line run most comfortable 
trains and excellent restaurant cars, the trip taking 
but four hours, through charming rather than awe- 
inspiring scenery, from Interlaken to Montreaux on 
Lake Geneva, where you will remember our loop 
through Switzerland was hogaii. By referring to the 
chapter on France you will recall that we went from 
Lake Geneva into the French Alps and on to the Bi> 
viera by the way of Martigny and Chamoniz. So the 
traveler who has left southern France until now will 
follow the route that chapter describes, and by that 
way come finally to Dai where, a little after nine in 
the evening, he will take the Sud Express for Spain. 
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IT 18 a stately looting train, this Snd Express, as 
in the early dai^ it swings across the switches 
under the cavernous covered train shed of the station 
at Dax, and comes to a halt before yon, a gleam of 
light, and polished brasses, and new paint and varnish. 
Yoor car will probably be upholstered m pale bine 
plush, with sprays of apple blossoms painted on the 
ceilii^, and after your luggage is examined at Iron 
you can enjoy a veiy comfortable n^^ht's rest in your 
two-berthed compartment, provided your traveliitf 
companicm happens to be an American or an English- 
man, for otherwise the window must be t^htly closed, 
for the people of every nation of continental Europe 
regard night air as deadly poison. In the morning, 
cofEee will be brought yon and served on a little shelf 
that lifts from beside your bonk, and after that, get 
np and look about you, for you are in Spain. But 
the traveler who is familiar with the transcontinental 
ride through New Mexico, Arizona and Texas, will 
think he is back in America. The train is running 
through a desert, drenched in an intense sonshine 
that pours down, white and dazzling, from a sky of 
198 
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bard, enamel blue. No trees anjrwhere, bat on the 
horizon, incrediblr distmct, are naked cliffs, carvea 
grotesquely as from sand, their summits of vivid 
white, while shades of pansy purple lie along their 
base and np the deep gashes ent by passing cloud- 
bursts. Here and there the surface of the desert is 
blurred by some small town whose adobe buildings 
are of the color of the sands, a town that more clearly 
defines itself as the train comes near. The shadows 
have that distinct blue quality you so often see in 
paintings on the walla of galleries, but so seldom find 
in nature. Illy defined roads lead from these villages 
to the station, always a mile or more away; here, in 
broad-brimmed bats and rusty clothes a few men 
lounge in the shade, and mules stand with drooping 
heads waiting their riders when the train has passed. 
No trees, no vines, no grass, no flowers anjnivhere, only 
a vast range of country of uniform Anil yellow over- 
laid with the blue shadows, the lavender shades on 
the distant mountains, and tJie arch of the opaque sky 
of burning blue. 

This is Castile, a vast and desert plateau lifted lar 
above the level of the sea, and ridged with yet loftier 
hills where Avila lies dead behind her walla, and de- 
scending to but twenty-two hundred feet at Madrid. 
It is almost noon when after climbing wearily among 
the done-like bills of sand, the train stops at Avila, 
all withdrawn from the present into that strange and 
compelling past that lies within the circle of her lofty 
ramparts. 

Hera in this northern Spain v« havt indeed some 
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upon a vorld thst u different. At tlie sUttion a beg- 
gar ixsy holds ont his hand wiitfol^, and with tha 
copper yaa give him bays from the dealer whow 
■tand is across the road, a hnge piece of bread whidi 
be deroora eagerly and with fortive glanees, like a 
hungry dog. No,omaibns has yet come from the 
town, and as yon wait yon gloiy in the foreign life 
aronnd yon, for here in its hoi»ed for strangeness ia 
indeed the realm of the very well worth while. Over 
yonder a fami^ gronp is gathered in the scant shade 
of a caetns hedge. The man sprawls contentedly, 
having finished what is really his breakfast, and his 
wife sits cross-legged, motionless as an Indian; two 
small children roll over each other in the hot sand, 
and close to them all the donkey stands, his heavy 
saddle lifted to the groond bedde him, for these 
Spanish folk are good to their beasts, and eversrwhere 
the donhey is made as much s pet as a burden- 
hearer. 

Present^ yon tire of waiting and take tiie hot, 
dusty road to the nlent city of which yon see nothing 
save the gigantic walls, "with their nine gates and 
eighty-six towers," that mile after mile encircle it. 
A lonely city in a lonely land; occasionally, ont from 
a lofty gate, rides some dark skinned man sittii^ side- 
ways, well back on the haonches of his donkey, or a 
peasant boy comes dowly np from the empty conntry 
leading a long pack train of males. Within the 
walla the streets of low honses seem all deserted ; tnr- 
reted walls are crumbling to meet the desert dnst ; by 
a broken arch, beaatiful e^ls fill tall jars of terra 
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ootta at a pablio fotmtam; in the sqtiare stands a 
cathedral that Beems more prison than a church with 
carven lions chained to the door by iron chains; in 
Hilent comers women sit idly and talk ; a priest passes ; 
a tall man swingii^ a cane in his gloved hand comes 
from a door, and withont looking at you, though 
strangers are rare in Avila, moves down the street; 
cnder an awning two men sit and drink ; there is no 
noise and little life. 

They serve yon strange messes at the hotel where 
no one speaks English, bnt where the landlord 'a little 
son speaks a foreign sort of French much like your 
own. So after yon walk the circuit of the walls, and 
thread the desolation of her streets yon may wish to 
go on to Madrid by a late train, where, if you do, you 
will arrive by eleven in the evening. 

There is a certain keen elation in coming alone by 
night upon a hi^e foreign city with its difierent life 
spread out before yon, and miles and miles of land 
and sea cutting you off from all your own environ- 
ment; it exhilarates like a plunge in the surf. So 
never will I forget that long ride from the station in 
Spain's capital. It was an August night, and hot 
even for August and for Spain, and all the streets 
were filled with people. Some slept under the trees 
of little parks, or on benches by the wayside ; on many 
a comer men were playing the real music of Spain on 
guitar and harp, and children, and men and women, 
too, danced and sang in the circle of the electric light. 
Other men and women in evening clothes, with a cer- 
tain fine distinction stamped on their clear-cut faces, 
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drove by in carriages with crest and coat of anna 
upon tbe panel. Slow moving oxen dragged heavy, 
loW'Wheeled vagons over the rough pavements. In 
front of the caf^ crowds sat at little tables on the 
ndewalk and drank as they listened to the orchestra 
on the balcony above them; there was the clang of 
trolly cars; the cries in a new tongae of the thou- 
sand venders of the streets ; and over it all a briUiant 
yellow light. This is my abiding impression of 
Madrid, a town I liked because so different from all 
other capitals, a town where the best shops close in 
tbe afternoon of a summer 'a day, and where there is 
alwajn plenty of time for everything. 

Now of the sights; of the chiirches and the king's 
palace, and of the wonderful armory therein, and of 
all the king's horses, and of the galleries; of all these 
inquire of Baedeker. Only I wouldn't bother with 
the Esoorial ; it is as dreary as Versailles. 

Where shall the traveler go from Madrid 1 An au- 
Bwer to this involves not a few considerations. All 
Spain is picturesque, and the whole country bears a 
distinctive color, a peculiar life, and a characteristic 
architecture which combine into an atmosphere tiiat 
distinguishes it in a very marked degree from all the 
rest of Europe. Now I take it that you want to go to 
those places where this Spanish atmosphere is most 
pronounced, and at the same time, such of those places 
as you can reach most easily. Bear in mind that 
every part of Spain is different from anything you 
have ever seen before, so that no matter where you go 
there will be sure to await you the joy of a new Bensft< 
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tion; bnt remember alao, that travel is attended, not 
exactly with greater hardships, hat, let ds say, with 
greater inconveniences than in any other Enropean 
conntry. The land ia not travel worn, and does not 
change its ways and hahits to meet the toarist's whim ; 
it is the tourist who most change. Outside of certain 
narrow lines of traffic very little, if any, English is 
spoken, nor will the inn>keeper, nor the peasant on 
the street, take that trouble in your behalf which is 
gladly assumed in almost every other country. Un- 
less yon are prepared, therefore, to accept certain an- 
noyances, that are aggravated by the utterly discredit* 
able train service maintained by the railroads, your 
route through Spain will follow rather more dosety 
than elsewhere the steps of the Americans who have 
gone before. It is absolutely incredible in the first 
place how such train service could have ever been de- 
vised, for only by the utmost ingenuity can such things 
come to be— mere chance would work it out better; 
and it is even more wonderful that the natives permit 
such a monstrosity to exist. 

"Wben you examine the time-table you wiU find that 
on such a frequented route as that between Madrid 
and Lisbon a sleeping car runs but three times a week. 
And you will observe with consternation that one 
train will bring you to a junction where yon must 
wait for hours, because the train with which you wish 
to connect departed five minutes before your arrival. 
The hotels, too, are as a rule vastly infaior to thoae 
' of the rest of Europe, and all travel is exceptionally 
slow and exc^tion^ly expenaive. And yet, in spite 
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of all this, it ia 8bB0liitel7 compeosatoiy, provided yon 
really care for the Btribang, tbe romantic, aod places, 
laDdB and peoples of an absorbii^ interest. 

Another thing to remember in planning a trip 
throQgh Spain is that it is a place of many climates, 
many landscapes, many eostoms and even many races. 
Many differing tribes of varying civilization roamed 
this vast plateaa of northern and central Spain, or 
had settled in the fertile regions by the coast, before 
Carthage, and then Bome, ruled the land; and these 
variant natives were still nnamalgamated when Rome 
was swept h«m the penipsnla by the conquering 
Qoths, who in turn fell before the Mohammedan 
Moors who made of Spain for seven centuries an ori- 
ental province, governed at times by the Saltan in 
Damascus, and remaining for all those seven hundred 
years tbe most eastern nation in the most western 
land in Europe. This long period when Spain was 
really oriental accounts more than does anythii^ else 
for the indescribable charm that yet hangs over her. 
It is so amazing to find all this fairy-like architecture 
of tbe East near the edge of the Atlantic, blether 
with a folklore in which stirring tales of the Cid, that 
soldier of the Cross and knight of Chivalry, are 
blended with romantic stories of Caliphs and strange 
adventures in the perfumed dusk of gardens where 
fountains played and nightingales sang, and pome- 
granate blossoms darned in the dark. 

In the cold and naked North the people are as stem 
OS their country. They were the last to yield to the 
Moor and the first to replace the crescent with the 
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cross. And to this da7, life in all these nortbem 
cities moves with greater dignity and less happy 
abandon than in those regions by the southern sea 
vhere are found the orange groves and the Moorish 
palaces of delight. 

Now it so happens that the things that are best, 
that are most tsrical of Spain are the things most 
easily to be seen, so that when yon have followed the 
conventional round, where the hotels are fairly good 
and the train service not so bad as the worst, you have 
really been to the places best worth while. And 
yet — after all there is a wonderful charm in the little, 
far-off towns, a charm that fully and richly compen- 
sates for the trouble of finding them. But this is not 
a guide to Spain, merely a hint of where to go to most 
comfortably and quickly gain a just impression of 
the land. 

Madrid is not Spain at all, it is just Madrid; won- 
derfully interesting, but it has gathered its people 
from every province of the kii^dom and in its vast 
crucible has fused their individualities into a person- 
ality of its own. But you found Spain, the Spain of 
the North, at Avila, and yon will come upon it again 
at Segovia, where you can go from Madrid of an early 
morning and return in time for dinner. One writer 
quoted by Baedeker thus epitomizes iti "Segovia is 
an unmatched picture of the Middle Ages. You read 
its history on the old city walls with their eighty-three 
towers ; in the domes and belfries of its churches ; in 
the bare and blank ruins of its deserted monasteries ; 
and in the battlemented towers of its noble mansions. ' ' 
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It well pays to wander its queer, half deserted streets, 
and loiter in its vast cathedral ; but most of all does a 
foil comprehension of its strange beauty come upon 
yovL whm 70a make the long circuit without its walls ; 
down by the pnmd AlmuMr that sweeps ont so su- 
perbly into the plain; and on through the narrow 
valley with the tofty cathedral and its attendant 
mnltitude of lesser roofs and spires gathered so won- 
derfnlly apon the opposite hillside. And most impres- 
nve of all is the great Boman Aqnednct as it stiides 
through the town and oat across the valley. "Where 
it crosses the market, women bring their chairs and 
sit and gossip in its shadow, and watch their babies 
vbo sprawl half naked at their feet. 

Outside the city gates there are grain floors where 
the grain is brought and heaped upon a bard clay 
circle, aronnd and around which a woman, seated on 
a low sledge, drives the ox that treadeth ont the com, 
jnst as in Bible days and Bible lands of old. Time 
brings no changes here; the people live on somehow, 
doing the same things, thinking much the same 
thou^ts and talking of much the same things, as in 
tite shadow of the two-thonsand-year-old aquednct 
people have lived and thought and talked for cen- 
turies; for the world of yesterday is the world of to- 
day in Segovia. 

But most typical of all the cities of prond, haughty 
northern Spain is grim, mysterious Toledo that across 
the far-reaching empty miles from Madrid lifts itself 
up on its great yellow rock and gazes ont at the desert 
and the scant life that passes there. As I have said 
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in "Pictope Towns of Europe," I never saw a city 
that east Buch a apell upon me. She is like some en- 
chantress that in her old age found the secret of 
eternal preservation; for she still lives, though she 
seems of an incredible age, age that has brought pov- 
erty in its train. Gone is all the pomp and splendor 
of her early days, the story of vhich is like a book of 
romance, and now in her dark and narrow streets dis- 
couraged looking men and women shuffle to and fro 
between their humble homes and those factories where 
the inlaid work that made Toledo famous is still 
manufactured. But though a teaspoon of this gold 
on steel will cost yon five dollars, the wages paid the 
artist who designed it and the skilled workman who 
made it, are incredibly smalL 

Yet Toledo is romantic to the last degree and I 
would rather miss the lightness and color of Seville 
than the somber beauty of this forbiddii^; city of the 
North. 

Bade in Madrid you are ready to make for the 
South unless you are joumeyii^ to Portr^, in which 
event you wUl leave in the evening on one of those 
thrice weekly sleeping cars which go through, though 
yoQ will not, to Lisbon, for you will change in the 
morning for Thomar at the junction of Entronca- 
mento. But going on to soathem Spain you will 
leave Madrid just after dinner on a very comfortable 
sleeper, and awake at Cordova in the morning. You 
really must travel by night in Spain, for if you left 
Madrid at 7:30 in the morning, it would be two 
'clock in the mornii^ of the following day when yon 
reached your destination. iWhatever you do, at Cor- 
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dova, don't go to the leading hotel, the most ezpen- 
nre one and the one vhere it is taken for granted all 
English and Americans will go, for it is abaolately 
the noisiest hotel in Enrope. Sleep, even for a mo- 
ment, vas impossible, and at one o'clock I dressed 
fturl finished the night in a chair in the lobby. Later 
I discovered in the broad Pasco del Gran Capitan two 
little hotels side by eid^ and both of charming ap> 
pearance, at one of which I shall certainly stay when 
I go back. And I shall go back, for never can one es- 
cape the lure of this strange, oriental city. And yet 
it has bnt one real "sight," the Mosqae, bat laax- 
velons as that is, it is not in that that lies the fascina- 
tion. It is in the medley of color on the low hooses; 
in the way a yellow church tower blocks the view 
down some narrow lane of blue shadow ; it is in the 
way the bhu^ shawled women carry their faos, and 
the way a black-haired boy sleeps in the shade; it is 
in all the thousand odd, subtle things that go to make 
the Boul of a place, and it is the soul of Cordova that 
yon love. If you are interested in morely the obviouB 
then will you see naught but a low built city by the 
Guadalquivir, and be impressed only by the Mosque, 
that most astonishing building on earth, where far 
in the forest of low Moorish colnmns is a Christian 
church, and where in other places are jewel-like mo- 
saics more glorious even than those that bum with 
their green blue fire in the crumbling churches of 
Baveuua. 

Fifty thousand people now live in this city where 
you never are quite sore you are awake; but under 
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Mohammedan swa^, while the rest of the continent 
lay onder the blighting shadow of the Bark Ages, 
here at Cordova wbb the most splendid, the most en- 
l^htened city of Europe. "Under the Moors, break* 
ing away from the Caliphate of Damascus, it became 
the capital of Moorish Spain, the Athens of the West, 
and for five hundred years maintained a splendid sa> 
premacy. A million inhabitants, with three hondred 
mosques to worship in, nine hundred baths for their 
ablutions, and nine hundred inns for the entertain- 
ment of the faithful, give some idea of the magnitude 
of Cordova. ... In her ancient splendor she may be 
likened to Damascus, to Antioch, to Athens or to Bag- 
dad, for she rivaled all those great cities in pride of 
place, in learning, in wealth, in luxury, and in the 
arts and sciences. But now how shrunken and faded I 
Her silent and grass-grown streets a world too hxge 
for the insigni£cance of to-day." 

Such is Cordova, and, in a way, such is Spain I 
From Cordova to Seville is two hours and forty- 
five minutes by the train de luxe, and four hours by 
the next best train. Seville to me was the one disap* 
pointment of Spain. 

It is bright and gay, and a pleasant place to stay, 
and yet no bz^hter or gayer than Madrid. It lacks 
the enchantment under the mysterioos sp^ll of which 
Toledo seems to lie, and it has not the color and the 
poetry of Cordova, though very much more alive than 
either. Over narrow streets awnings are stretched 
from the roofs to afford protection from the blister- 
ing sun of sommer, and on the comers are piles of 
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fruit for B&le, the beaatiful yellow and rose colored 
fmit of the cactus ^at grows in long hedges aloi^ the 
railroads; the delicions Moacat grapes; the insipid 
melons, and the yellow peacbea. On the comers, too, 
yon boy all sortB of cooling drinks, the one that is 
most popular being the juice of unripe white grapes 
sweetened to a most sickly £avor. 

In noisy caf&i men while away their afternoons, 
and at one, which is famoos, the bull fighters of all 
Spain gather, when the season pauses, as at an em- 
ployment agency. All business moves leisurely, and 
haste and punctuality are unknown virtues — or vices. 

Here, as in all Spanish towns, a guide, and a good 
one, should be obtained. I think the best guide in 
Spain is at Toledo, though there is a very capable one 
in Seville, and to him and to Baedeker most be left 
the task of enomeration of all that you must see, and 
so much is there of imperative interest, aside from 
the ever fascinating life of the street, that no day 
and no two days will be long enough to see it all. 

"While I do not know how it is in fact, yet the im- 
pression of Seville is that of the most Moorish town in 
Spain. Even the cathedral, with ita vast, confused 
roof suggesting that of Milan in some vague way, 
seems not so Gothic as it really is; and the low, 
white houses, and the bridge, and the house of Pilate, 
and the open courtyards of the well-to-do where life 
moves lazily, all seem to take their color from that 
marvelous Alcazar, the home of Moorish sovereigns 
and Spanish kings these seven centuries— from the 
Alcazar, and the rare tower of the Giralda, that 
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startles the New Torker like a vision of Madison 
Sqosre. 

Here in the Alcazar, and at tke Alhambra in 
Qranada, the stranger visualizes most clearly the 
Moorish past. In the Alcazar, grouped around an 
open square, are rooms of such extreme beaut? of 
color and delicacy of mioate elaboration that yon 
realize what a superb luxury was this life thattmoved 
its silken way among them. To a perfectedness of 
taste was added a love of literature and of learning 
that made of Spain a Mecca of scholarship. The 
amenities of existence were cultivated here as no- 
where else ; and then this life was set to mosic, and 
musicians played the day into night, and not improb- 
ably the night into another dawn. Surely these dead 
and gone Moors lived a life that was very idle, very 
wrong and very lovely ; and while in some indefinable 
way the town itself was a disappointment, nowhere 
else do yon come so close to this life as at Seville. 

It is a hundred and eighty miles from Seville to 
Granada and it takes a fast train eight hours to cover 
the distance. Here at Qranada yon come upon the 
first really fertile country yon have seen in Spain. I 
was on the point of writing "beautifol" in lien of 
fertile, but that would not do, for all these desert 
places, the bare and yellow fields, the treeless yellow 
plains, the naked yellow mountains, the rushing yel- 
low streams, and the tawny cities that seem part of 
the yellow desert, all have a beauty of stroi^ and 
vivid coloring, and of atmospheric effects, the ma^e 
of which sooner or later lays hold of every traveler. 
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But roimd and about Omiada !■ aameOnMig tCffoent 
— dear atnama, aod flowers and anttge grores tliat 
do not nuke yon -wtmda how thej can grow, bat tbat 
grow 8s flowen and tree* naturally dioald, in the 
midst of greem fields and by nnming waters. Th^ 
grow, too, in a landscape bordered by snow-erested 
iiM*nnt<!"^i in a region of plenty and of as £ur viewa 
as Europe has to offer. And as the pnninee of Gr^ 
nada is the garden of Spain, so is the Alhambtm 
me of the two or three most wondeifal and beantifDl 
things in the world. And after daya q>ent in 
wandering throng its eonrta and towos, yon eannot 
tell which it is that haa made it ao snrpaBsin^ 
beantifol, the grace of the bnildingii or the eharm <tf 
the scenery. For the artist-architeelB who bmtded 
lier^ so combined thear art with nature, ao wonder- 
fully used the distant monntains as integral parts of 
the beauty they were creating, and so dep»>ded <m a 
▼lew for emphasizing their workmanship, that the r^ 
salt cannot be separated and appraised as bnildinga 
unfl as landscape. It is impossible to think of <Rie 
withoQt the other, so perfectly aiLd complete^ are 
they nnited. 

Nor can any idea be givai of the Albambra to aaa 
who has not seen it. It is idle to say that the walla 
are thirty feet hi^ and six feet throogb, a half a mile 
long and 730 feet between them. Eqoally idle is it 
to tell of the mosaics and the frescos and the garden% 
the Court of Lions and the vall^ below and the 
mountains above. And equally tmaTailii^ is it to go 
tfaOTe for but a day. Half the effect is piTeholo^eaL 
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Ton must come to sense the past and its romance and 
the legends thereof belore the Alhambra becomes any- 
thing but a mere bewilderment of form and color. It 
is a matter of wandering and pondering, and pres- 
ently as you walk alone there will come to yon an 
ordered and an nnderatandable beauty, and then and 
thus will yon know and love this beauty Bpot of 
earth. 

Now the town of Granada is also worthy of explora- 
tion, and there ia a certain other district where your 
guide will suggest taking yon, and where you will 
be made to feel, if you are very susceptible, that your 
life is really in great danger. But I wouldn't bother 
to go; it isn't worth while; the danger is a fake, just 
part of the play, that's all. 

If you leave Granada in the morning and change at 
Bobadilla you will come to Bonda in the middle of the 
afternoon. And here is a place where you real^ 
must stay for a day or two, for not only is its natural 
situation such as to make your visit there a joy, but 
there is that about the life of the old town which 
makes any stay too short. The Hotel Eoyal which 
faces the little parl^ at the end of which is that un- 
forgettable view to the mountains, is one of the best 
in Spain, and here can be engaged a guide without 
whom you will have come largely in vain. The streets 
around the hotel, and that which leads to it from the 
station are extremely dull and disappointing, and 
while you unpack your luggage yon will wonder why 
you came. But don't be discouraged so easily; mn 
the gauntlet of the bef^ara by the entrance to the 
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park, and make your my straight ont to the parent 
that goardi the weitem edge, and then 70T1 will know 
■why you are here. A thoosand feet the preeipiee 
breaks in a straight line to the valley below, beyond 
the yellow floor of which, and miles away, jagged 
monntaina lift bare ndea to the bine sky. Below the 
•wallowi that are on the wing beneath yoo, old milb 
edge a narrow stream that onroUs like a ribbon acrosB 
the plain. Jost to your left a tower of rock lifts to 
the height <d where yon stand, split off by some an- 
dent earthquake from the hill, and covered over with 
a medley of Moorish houses done in creams, and 
greens and blues, with here and there a lofty yellow 
tower lifted far above the jumble of red roofs. Be- 
tween these two rocks and the two towns a gorge 
opens ont to your view, a goi^ that is bnt a gigantie 
erack, less, perhaps, than two hundred feet in width, 
but twice that in depth. Out from this crevice a 
river leaps to hgbt and plunges headlong downward 
until it reaches the level, still hundreds of feet below. 
And just at this point there ia flnng between the walls 
of rock a bridge four centuries old, and of a beauty 
and grace that make of it, amid its strange su^ 
roundingB, one of the sights of earth. Across this 
bridge, in the old town of the Moors, ties gathered 
the romance yon came to see. Seek it and you shall 
find. Down to the depths of the goi^e, whence the 
miat of the foaming river is ever ascending, an un- 
canny stairway, half tunnel in the rock, half cling- 
ing iron steps, creeps carefully, and along the twi* 
light of the abnddery depths yon can pic^ your way 
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over slippery atones to wha% yon come out npon the 
other aide of town, where there ia a road that wearily 
climbs the walls of rock yon have not seen before. 

It ia not a very nice trip through the goi^e, for 
from the cliffs above are tossed the dead bnlls that 
die in the arena close by ; for the Bonda arena ia one 
of the famed of Spain, and great fighters come here 
to try conelnaions with the tortured beaats appointed 
unto death. 

Bonda to Gibraltar ia four houra — qneer, famous 
Qibraltar, where British redcoats march, and bare* 
legged, brown-skinned Algerians in flowii^ robea of 
white jostle silk hatted Parisians in the narrow 
streets, and where foregather men from the utter- 
most ends of earth. Qibraltar with its eternal aavor 
of romance ; where the P. & 0. liners sail in the morn- 
ing for east of Suez, for the Bed Sea, for India, and 
the mystic regions of the lands of adventure. Where 
the Bark Continent liea in aight; and where — ^yes, 
and that's the pity of it — a Cunarder or a yellow 
stack liner of the North German Lloyd bound west 
will some day wait for you in the harbor, your 
journey done. 
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THESE are certain places in Portngal that I am 
^remely entbaaiaBtic aboat, and I wonld never 
go to Spiun iritboat going over to see them. Bat for 
the maaBes of the people I have a very cordial dis- 
like, and outside the delightfnl spots I am aboat to 
refer to, there is not enoagh of interest in the places 
that remain to compensate for the inconveniences of 
getting to them and of staying in them. Besides, 
after having seen the best of ai^ coantry why bother 
irith what is bat second best t 

The Portngnese beggars are the most nnmeroos, 
the most persistent, and the most repnlsve of any 
b^gars in Europe ; the peasantry the most atterly 
ignorant (eighty per cent, of the entire population 
can neither read nor vrrite) ; the hotels, with certain 
notable exceptions, the most primitive anywhere ; and 
the officials everywhere the most disobliging and dis- 
conrteouB. This last may be accoooted for by the 
fact that my visit was less than a year after the over- 
throw of the monarchy, and that therefore the offen- 
rive manners of the official class were possibly only 
their expression of "liberty, equality and fraternity." 
The country is utterly bankrupt and in the hands 
of a military despotism whose tyranny is far greater 
21S 
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than that of the mooareby overthrown by the ambi- 
tions of a few men. That Portt^al, under tbeae con- 
ditions, should poso as a republic is the joke of 
Europe. 

But in spite of all this, there are places in Portugal 
possessed of such great, such unusual and romantic 
beauty, that they by all means should be Tiaited. 
The train service also, is good, much better than in 
Spain. At Thomar the charming personality of the 
landlord makes up for the limitations of his inn. At 
BuBsaco there is a wonderful hotel in a former royal 
palace. At Braga the quaint inn is fuU of interest, 
absolutely clean, and entirely comfortable. At Cin- 
tra there are at least two hotels that are perfectly 
satisfaetory. At Ijisbon, if you are foolish enough to 
stay there, there is a new hotel that is very good, 
though noisy ; and as for the rest you can get along 
without undue discomfort. 

If you were going from England to Porti^al, by 
far the better route would be to go down on one of 
the lai^ and very fine ships of the Eoyal Mail or 
Lamport and Holt line wfaicb land passengers at 
Oporto, and make the trip in three or four days ; and 
from Hambui^ and Havre the Hamburg South 
American line maintains a service of very good boata. 
But we are going from Madrid on one of the trips of 
that thrice weekly sleeping car, which we leave at En- 
troncamento the next noon. Before leaving Madrid 
you will have had the porter send a telegram in either 
French or Spanish to the proprietor of the hotel 
Vniaeo Commercial at Th(nn»r to have a carria^ 
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meet yoo at PaTxho, the nearest station to 1 
wbieb is six mileB amt?. At this hotd 70a will be re- 
eeired as an old friaid, ereiTtbing that tlioai^Etfal 
eonrte^ ean surest win be dcBie for yoa; the pro- 
prietor will (or at least he did with me) make yon 
his guest in an evening stroll throu^ the town, 
where he will bny 7011 wine and dgars at the eaK; 
and when yon leave yon will be ntterfy ashamed to 
pay the bill, so absord^ small will it b& And yrt 
not a word ean yon my to each other it Eni^ieb m 
the only language yon speak. In &et practically no 
English is spoken or imdavtood in Portugal except 
in Lisbon and Oporto, and yet, tal» my word for i^ 
you ean get about perfectly well just the same. Ton 
dont see howT Wdl, you jost do, that's alL 

Tbomar itself is typieal of a dull little FortugDeae 
town of the better elan, with the nniveRal black and 
white pavement of its ma^et pUoe^ filled to over- 
flowing on one day of the week witb the nei^iboring 
peasants, the men in long, stocking caps of enry 
color, and the women aflame with shawls around thcar 
dumlders and bandkenhieb over their heads, of Ae 
most brilliant eolors and varied patterns. 

But it is not the town itself that we came out to 
see, bnt the great castle-cbureh of the Templars that 
hangs on the biU above it A winding, stony way 
lesds to this most singular building, that differs at al- 
most every point from anything yoo have seen be- 
fore. Of oiormoua extent, yon stomble at first into 
an manner of queer places — a huge court whore aol- 
diers of tbe BepobUe are barracked irtio grin at 70a 
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from interminable rows of windovs, into conrt^ardi 
where vacant rain is all yon find, tbrongh dark alleys 
into other coarts where the ragged poor have their 
tcoementa in rooms where once lived rulers of the 
land, and where, from balconies carved with the skill 
of a long dead hand, clothes are hong to dry. At 
last a gate in a loi^, low wall opens into a garden, 
and ahead of yon a stately flight of steps leads to the 
Templars' Church, built eight hundred years ago, and 
whose dosky interior is a small eight sided shrine of 
rich and beantifnl decay, for faded are the once 
brilliant frescos, and stained with neglect are the 
walls and the carren columns that in the twilight 
faintly tell of the one-time splendor now bat 
shadowed there. 

Ton find your way into another church, dating 
from the Middle Ages when Henry the Navigator 
bore hig country's flag on every sea, and Portugal was 
playing a great part in the world of nations. Here is 
developed in uneqnaled degree the fanciful, almost 
grotesque, national architecture of the Portngal that 
waa then, and which is known as Manueline ; an archi- 
tecture embolic in a way of Portugal's supremacy on 
the sea. Coils of rope, carved from the stone, festoon 
and overlay windows and doors and arches, and great 
billowy sails ornament the deeply sunken rose win- 
dow. Surely nothing like this Manueline architec- 
tore, surely nothing like this great castle-church has 
ever been on earth before. 

From a gallery you come suddenly out upon the 
platform of a roof, down the side of which, from 
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some mysterions source, flows a stream of clear water, 
and from which roof on one side, the higher buildings 
rise, and from the other a view is had over the gar- 
dens to the moontains on beyond. 

Wandering in the old cloisters yon come with 
shocking onezpectedness upon a fearful thing. Let 
in a recess of Uie wall is a stone cofBn, the whole lid 
of which is glass, and there, dead three centuries, lies 
Baltasar de Faria, the man who brought to Portugal 
the horror of the Spanish Inqnisition. And — ^bat 
sorely yon don't want me to tdl yon how Don Faria 
looks to-day f I can do it though, for the light, 
though wanii^f, was not yet gone, and never will I 
forget the slightest detail of what I saw, or the way 
I sped through the empty garden and down the long, 
silent, darkening road, to get me home to my ho- 
tel 

It is a ghastly trick these Portuguese have, of bury- 
ing their folk under glass. Why, in one of the 
churches of Lisbon, down in a half lighted vault lie 
all the dead of the Boyal House of Braganza, in rows 
of black coffins covered each with a black velvet pall, 
on some of which faded wreaths are crumbling down 
to dust. The guide brings forth a little wheeled plat- 
form, and for a small consideration tuma down the 
velvet palls, and lo, when yon mount the little steps, 
on exhibition before you are three hundred years of 
kings and princes. You remember the deposed Don 
Pedro, Emperor of Brazil, and how he was of the 
royal house of Fortt^alf He, too, lies here in grim 
and melancholy state. And don't you remember 
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from hia pictures those impressive side whiskers 1 He 
has them yet, but — 

It is not a long jonmey from Thomar to Bussaeo, 
a charmed spot that is to Portngal vrhat Del Monte is 
to California. There is no town, but in the midst of 
the most beautiful wood in the world there is a garden 
where fountains play under the palms, and in the 
midst of the garden there is a palace of white marble, 
built for a king and used for a hotel, and this is where 
yon stay ; this is Bussaeo. And it is a place of won- 
der and delight. It is never very hot up here, and it 
never goes to frcet. For centuries the monks owned 
all this great domain, and from the world's four cor- 
ners they brought trees and vines and planted and 
tended them; and within the most shadowed places 
they built shrines, and from sprites hid in the rocks 
they broi^ht forth tiny rivers that flow here and 
there, spreading to dark pools, and cascading down 
fern planted ways, and everything is quiet and still 
and beautiful, and you are never ready to go on. 

Ton leave Bussaeo after lunch and changing cars 
at Oporto come finally to Braga. Now from the sta- 
tion take a carriage that will carry you to the Grand 
Hotel do Elevador at the Shrine of Bom Jesus do 
Monte, for there, and not in the town of Braga, will 
you wish to stay. The drive is some four or five 
miles, and at first it leads through the fore^ looking 
city where on hot sommer n^bts children play ut- 
terly naked in the streets of the poorer quarters and 
where the ugliness and grime of utter destitution are 
painfully in evideoee. Then the road leads oi^t 
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throngli the aptm fields, and finally up and op b^ 
Death the forest that coven the h^llinily ^ until it ctKnes 
ont upon a bri^t and ebeerfol little village almoBt 
lost in the shade of great trees, but with Sowers in all 
the open spaces and a park with rustic bridges, and a 
ehnreh that is the most noted shrine in FortogaL 
When nuiming comes; and yon explore more tbor- 
oo^ily, you discover in front of this ehoreh as eingii- 
lar a si^t as ever you saw, for down the T'v>nTitffT¥i 
side to the valley below leads a perfectiy enormoas 
flight of stated marble steps. At every i«rMTing there 
are statnea; down throng the center a brook takes 
its way, and by ita side grow ferns and flowers, and 
where the steps part to ri^t and left on a great 
mosaic platform and continoe downward throng the 
woods, the stream vanishes into pipes beneath the 
stone, to seek its level again at the months of two 
great stone serpents twisted around tall colnmns that 
stand at either side this astomshing marble way. Up 
this long, loi^ flight toil on hands and knees at Whit- 
suntide tens of thousands of the faithful who pil- 
grimage hither from all FortogaL But even without 
this great multitude, which I wonld have ^ven mnch 
to see, Braga remains in nqr memory as one of the 
most interesting and beaotifnl, in its strange foreign 
way, of any place I yet have visited. 

Oporto bores to distraction; the hideous sores of 
the following b^gan, and the onspeakable things of- 
fered openly for sale by little girls upon the public 
streets, made me glad to flee the town on the first 
train to Leiria, a wonderfully pictoreeqne place 
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guarded b; a ntined castle that from its lofty roeb 
faces another hill where lie the far spreading walls of 
an ancient monastery. From here a drive of six 
miles brii^ Ae traveler to the marvelous remains of 
the great abbey of Batalha, so magnificent, display- 
ing a workmanship so admirable and a design so 
sumptnous and elegant, that the mined abbejn of 
Ei^land and Scotland, famed though they be, seem 
very commonplace in comparison. Eight miles far- 
ther and the ruin of AIcoba<ja, only a little less ornate, 
is reached. From here to Vallado, on the railroad, is 
but three miles more, and as Vallado is not an at- 
tractive place to stay, catch the train if possible for 
Caldaa, where the accommodations are much better. 
Now by no means should this trip to these great ruins 
be missed, for while lack of space forbids the detail- 
ing here of the fascination and the beauty they pos- 
sess, yoa will find them vividly described in the late 
Martin Hnme's "Through Portugal," by all odds the 
best written book on Portugal I have ever come 
across. 

I roalize as an infirmity my inability to find any- 
thing of real interest in most big cities, and perhaps 
because of this infirmity Lisbon impressed me as 
doubly dreary. The famous view from the heights 
was disappointing, and the churches proved common- 
place; the streets were shabby and the life within 
them dull and conventionaL Beally, I can see noth- 
ing to detain one in Lisbon, especially as an hour 
away lies Cintra, a veritable Eden of the modem 
world, bright, beatitifal and picture-like. Upon th« 
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hills where the red and green and blue hoosea gather 
in the shade, grows every tree of every climate. 
There are palms and aloes, oaks and cork trees, 
magnolias and pines; strange flowers blossom in the 
gardens, and roses and nnknown flowering vines sheet 
the houses with scented bloooL Adjoinii^ the market 
place a palace stands with two curiona inverted cones 
upon the roof, GhimneyB from the great kitchens be- 
low. Over the precipitoos cliff that rises a thoosand 
feet above the town ran the broken walls of a Moorish 
castle, centuries old. And on beyond, in the heart 
of a park, is the sii^nlar Pena Palace whence King 
Manuel fled the day a Republic was declared. 
Through all the neighborhood are vralks that take 
you always to places of loveliness, and in the clean 
little town itself, the life continually forming and re- 
forming in the public square is ever full of interest. 
Only an hour away by trolley the Atlantic sends 
great rollers to break on the rocks of the western- 
most point of land in continental Europe, and for all 
these reasons, and a dozen more that elsewhere I 
have set out at length, a stay in Cintra is a never- 
foi^tten pleasure. 

When leaving Portugal there is the serious ques- 
tion of how to get out. Assumii^ that yon are re- 
turning to England the problem is a very simple one, 
for two or three times a week most comfortable 
steamers pause on their way north from South Amer- 
ica, and will land you at Liverpool or Southampton 
after a short and pleasant voyage. 

But suppose you wish to sail home from Gibraltar 
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and have not yet seen sonthem Spain; what are you 
going to do thenf There is jnst one possible way to 
cover the three hundred miles between Lisbon and 
Seville, and that is to leave Lisbon on a trun at eight 
p. v., that carries no sleeping car, and arrives in 
Seville at eight the next evening after exactly twenty- 
four hoars* of comfortless joume3'ing. To boy a 
compartment to yourself will cost about eeventy 
dollars extra, but if it happens that the train is not 
crowded, and yon have an interpreter fi^om Cook's 
to negotiate the matter, two dollars invested with the 
guard will insure you a separate compartment clear 
through, in which event yon can stretch out on the 
long seat and sleep very comfortably. But if the 
train is crowded, yon will reach Seville a wreck. 
While it will cost some more, by all means the better 
way is to retom to Madrid in a sleeper, and go down 
from there as outlined in the chapter on Spain; the 
better way at least until a civilized train service ia 
established between Lisbon and southern Spain. 

Now south of Lisbon ia an interesting country, with 
interesting cities, but nothing that at all compares 
with what we have seen in the North, and rather than 
explore farther south I would stay longer at Cintra 
and Busaaco. And if you feel that way too, why then 
here will end our journey over Europe in search o£ 
,what is really the best worth while. 
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IN tbe first place H u not poHsible to cover the roote 
throngfa Europe, sketched out in this book, in any 
one mmmer. Allowing the shortest possible time in 
which each place referred to can be visited with any 
d^ree of satisfaction, and using the ordinary means 
of travel, nearly four hundred days will be required 
for the journey. And to move at the ueceBsary pace 
for that length of time, would impose a tax upon 
one's physical and mental powers that would be en- 
tirefy beyond endurance, for it must be remembered 
that after a certain amount of sif^tseeing the trav- 
eler's receptive and perceptive faculties become actu- 
ally numb; it is no bnger possible to arouse interest 
or awaken intelligent comprehension. To the en- 
thusiasm of the tourist just starting on his first trip 
to Europe this will seem, as to his own case, utterly 
inapplicable; bnt the experience of many journeys 
and long continued wanderings has demonstrated it 
to my mind as a truth which none can escape. 

What is the use of a bool^ therefore, that no one 
can literally follow cm his first trip abroad t Just 
this; It has, I hope, described some places that you 
will particularly want to see, indicated the way ther^ 
and given an idea of about how long yon will wish to 
•ti^. Prepare your itinerary before yon leave home 
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and include only these tovns of especial and indi- 
vidual appeal that you find can he compassed in the 
time at yoor disposal; go to these places and leave 
out the rest Another thing — take one or more coun- 
tries on one trip, and one or two more on another trip, 
for I find that the person who goes to Europe once 
is very likely io go again, the wanderlost growing 
with what it feeds upon. For instance, Holland, Bel- 
gium and France can be seen exactly as indicated in ' 
a tour of three months. Or Germany and Belgium 
and Holland in a little less time. The best of Switzer- 
land and Austria can be combined advantageously in 
a trip of seventy to eighty days ; or Italy and Switzer- 
land can be done ia the same way; or France and 
Spain and Portugal in about three months. I mean 
always, of course, the most appealing parts of the 
countries, not by any means forgetting that in every 
land there is much worth seeing that would not be 
included. 

The tear of the British Isles that I have given 
cannot be done in leas than eighty days, ineludii^ 
Ireland, Wales, Scotland and England. But all sorts 
of combinations can be made by the traveler accord- 
ing to bis taste, for no one can determine where a man 
should go, except the man himself who knows where 
he wants to go. For instance, to some a delightful 
combination would be to land at Bremen and come 
down through medieval Germai^, the Bavarian 
castles, eastern Tyrol and the Dolomites to Venice 
and then around either the Italian Lakes or the Hill' 
Towns to Genoa, taking from there a steamer home. 
Or from Venice to Dalmatia and home from Fiume 
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or Trinte on » Cmurdcr. Tin eoold be done tot 
Mtufacfagjly in o^i^ or ninety dayi, dependnig m 
bow man}' pbee* were visted. 

The most fasemsting part of ■ trip abroad ia in 
devistng your tour to take yon to wliere 70a moat 
with to go, and H ia aa a help in mafcing the aeleetion 
that it b bdiered thia hook will beat be joatified. 
Thomaa Cook i Son pnbliah a monthly Continental 
Time Table for twraty-^e eenta, wliieb ia deameaa 
itaetf and with the help of which yon can arrange 
yoor hoon of departnre from each atation bo aa to 
take the fatteat available traina, and from which yon 
can diacorer the traina having dining cars, ete. Hav- 
ing my route alwaya carefoUy phuined in advance I 
have generally bought my railroad ticketa for the en- 
tire continental jonmey from Cook'a office in New 
York before my departure, and have foond it alwaya 
aatiafactory. Not Urn than three full weeks' notice 
aboold be given, aa most of the coupons have to be 
obtuned for yon from Loudon. Other tourist 
agencies, as wdl aa the American Elxpreaa Company 
and several ateanuhip companies, are also glad to 
famish ticketa here for travel abroad. This method 
aavea money, the embarraasment of trying to make 
yourself onderstood by foreign ticket agents, and 
also makes you feel free to call on any of Cook's 
agencies for that advice which even the most expe- 
rienced traveler is sure to need. I have always heea 
a liberal pnrcbaaer of hotel coupons and have fonnd 
them (outside of Great Britain) to be economical 
and abnoat always saUsfactory. They entitle yon 
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to accommodation in a front room on the third fioor, 
and while I know people who do not like to nse them, 
my personal experience has given me only occasional 
cause of complaint In the ouall towns in Qermany, 
Italy, Switzerland, and the Tyrol, the cheapest series 
at $1.85 a day is entirely acceptable. In the larger 
cities, and in France, Holland and Be^um where 
the second-class hotels are impossible and the best 
none too good, series "C" at $2.60 a day will insure 
comfortable accommodation, while occasionally it is 
necessary to use series "W" at $3.00 or even in rare 
instances, series "T" at $4.00. 

While I always bay second-class railroad tickets, 
except in Spain, Portugal and the Balkans, the sec- 
ond-dass carriages on through trains will sometimes 
be found uncomfortably crowded, when a first-class 
compartment may be occupied on payment of the dif- 
ference in fare. 

I have appended a memorandum showing the least 
time required in following the itinerary given in each 
of the preceding chapters, together with a statement 
of the approximate cost based on second-class rail 
and first-class steamer tickets, except in Spain and 
Portugal where first-class fares are quoted, and 
in England where the estimate is upon third-class 
raiL I am indebted to Thomas Cook & Son for the 
information as to fares, which being based on tariff 
prevailing at the moment must be taken as giving 
the approximate cost only. The expense of private 
conveyances is, of eourse, not included, except as 
noted. 
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MEMOBANDTJM 
Chapter I. England— 

For the route described in this cliapter fifty-nine 
dayB will be needed, of which six c&n be given to 
London, two to the New Forest, and five can be spent 
in the Channel lalands. 

Estimated fare $41.80. 

Chapter JI. Ireland, Wales & Scotland-' 
Eight days in Ireland, three in Wales and ten in 
Scotland will sufBce to do horriedly the indicated 
itinerary ; but particularly in Wales more time shoold 
be taken, and coming down from Scotland a day each, 
should most certainly be spent in Durham, York, and 
Lincoln. 
EBtimat«d fare $17.30. 

Chapter III. Holland and BelgivM— 
Eleven days in Holland and nine in Belgitun are 

sufficient to see satiafactorUy the places mentioned 

in this chapter. 
Estimated fare $16.60. 



Chapter TV. I 
Six^-BJz day^ of which six majr be devoted to 
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Paris, are needed to follow the route laid oat ia 
Chapter IV. 
Estmated fare $59.95. 

Chapter V. Germany— 

Fift;' days spent in Germany will enable the tonrist 
to follow the described route, with three &b^ spent i 
in Berlin. 

Estimated fare $62.70. 

Chapter VI. Austria — 

Two days in Prague, three in Vienna, and fifty- 
one days elsewhere in Austria will take the traveler 
over that part of the country deecribed, though he 
will often s^fa for more time, particularly along the 
Adriatic and in Tyrol. 

Estimated fare $122.75. Thia rate seems high, but 
includes carriage hire in the Dolomites which would 
be proportionally less if two were in the party. 

Chapter 711. Italy— 

Fifty-two days is the least possible time that can 
be given to the Italian route, allowing three days in 
Florence, five in Venice and six in Bome. 

Estimated fare $46.30. 

Chapter VIII. awitzerUatd— 

Forty-three days would show you Switzerland very 
satisfactorily. 
Estimated fare $47.20. 
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Chapter IX. Spain — 
Twenty-one days will suffice to follow the ronta 
sketched ottt for Spain. 
Estimated fare $55.00. 

Chapter X. Portugal — 

b Portugal eighteen days, preferably twenty-one, 
will enable you to follow the route through the 
country, including the return to Madrid, and sleeping 
car accommodations. 

Estimated fare $53.00. 
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